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"T^HE story here offered to the public is taken from a 
class of life not oSttn prominently brought forward 
in English fiction, where the so-called " middle classes" 
are far less known to the gentry, than are the absolute 
poor. In this case, however, both scenes and characters 
have been studied from the life by one who has had un- 
usual opportunities. Among the events we may mention 
that she has authority for the fraud, for the effects of the 
accident, and for the voyage, so that though being on 
a fictitious thread they may be taken as realities — and 
there is every reason to hope that they will be read 
by the public with as much interest as by the present 
writer. 

C. M. YONGE. 



WHAT IS RIGHT, COMES RIGHT. 



"The best maker of marriages combine yoai hearts in one." 
Shakespeare. 

■p\OES it ever occur to you how surprising it is, that 
the troublous world in which we live should go 
on, day after day, as smoothly as it does? When we 
consider the number of tragical events each newspaper 
records, when we think that in a hundred years all those 
who now fill the face of the world will have dropped 
away, the inference would naturally be, that fear and 
suffering must daily stare us in the face. But, mercifully, 
this is not so; a veil is mostly drawn by a loving Provi- 
dence over the manifold tragedy of life. Placid feces, 
cheerful greetings, and the laugh which does not always 
bespeak the vacant mind, meet us at every turn. Each 
Bank-holiday brings out its troop of happy idlers like 
day-bees in summer. Startling or unnerving incidents 
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are rare in the experience of most of us ; let us not for- 
get to be thankful for this gentle ordering. 

There are some, living in our old town of Masterton, 
who will never look back without a shudder to a certain 
June afternoon ten years ago, of which I will tell you the 
history. It was a Thursday, chosen out for the wedding 
of a very pretty and popular Miss Twentyman, only 
daughter of the principal mercer of the place. The father 
was a very rich man, one of those lucky people in whose 
hands everything turns to money ; he was an honest and 
benevolent man, too, and throve none the worse for 
many and liberal donations to the Masterton charities. 
His daughter took after him in open-hearted kindness ; 
hence it came to pass that one day, contemplating with 
sparkling eyes her rich and abundant marriage wardrobe, 
Miss Twentyman's thoughts turned to the workrooms in 
her father's establishment where those delicate silks and 
satins had been wrought into shapely raiment. She 
thought of the aching eyes of the workers, of the incessant 
hum of treadles under the aching feet of the machinists, 
of thin fingers in the millinery department stitching at 
summer bonnets, and suchlike airy fabrics. A keen pang 
of regret that she had not done more for those poor girls' 
comfort and improvement shot through her warm heart 
now she was leaving the home of her own luxurious girl- 
hood. True, Geoigie Twentyman had taught many of 
them in the Sunday School, and assisted many of them 
in sickness and grief, yet her work among them seemed 
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in the retrospect poor and half-hearted, and the smile 

faded from her cherry lips as she sat meditating upon it. 

Suddenly a bright thought flashed across her. 

"Papa will refuse me nothing/' said she to herself, 

" on my wedding-day— indeed, when did he ever refuse 

me anything, poor dear? I should have been a better 

girl, a less selfish Greorgie, I dare say, if he had snubbed 

me now and then for my good ! Ah well ! 

' Violets pluck'd, the sweetest showers 
Will ne'er make grow again,* " 

(here a few tears fell from the bright eyes) ; " the worst 
of it is, I'm afraid I am likely to have my own way in my 
married life too ; for Frank, poor deluded mortal, thinks 
I can't do wrong ! Ah well ! I must try to make my 
ways good ways \ I must try, as our American friend said 
the other day, to happify all I have to do with. These 
workgirls — they shall have a holiday on the 24th ! They 
shall dine on our lawn ; lots of beef and plum-pudding 
they shall have ! an expedition, the whole sixty of them, 
into the country, and a pic-nic tea, and a drum and fife 
band and a hop on the grass ! Yes, they shall have such 
a treat as can only be had once in a life-time. I'll go to 
papa at once about it." 

The pony carriage was ordered, for this soliloquy took 
place at Fairview, Mr. Twentyman's villa in the country, 
and he himself was busy at his office in Masterton. 
Georgie's blooming face soon appeared in the counting- 
house, and a caressing hand was laid lightly on her 
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father's shoulder as he stooped over his books in deep 
calculation. She waited silently till the columns were 
added up, and the puckered forehead smoothed, and the 
hand put up to the deaf ear, that Mr. Twentyman might 
the better catch his darling's voice. Her request was 
soon poured forth, and was granted in full, after a few 
" a-hems," and clearings of the throat, and hoistings of 
the eye-brows, at the first unfolding of so large a 
scheme. 

" Have it your own way, my dear," said the kind father, 
** and do it well while you're about it, as it's once for all. 
I have no more troublesome lasses to wheedle the money 
out of my pockets when you are gone. To say the truth, 
some plan of the sort had been floating in my thick old 
head, but woman's wit was wanted to put it into a prac- 
ticable form. Go, my girl, and broach the subject to 
Miss Spincks — her consent won is half the battle, and 
you'll not mind a sharp word or two to get that." 

A rapturous kiss on his bald forehead rewarded Mr. 
Twentyman's consent ; and with three swimming curtseys 
Georgie backed out of the office, nearly upsetting a grey- 
headed clerk who stood unperceived in the doorway with 
a ledger under his arm. 

"Oh, so light of foot, 
Will ne'er wear out the everlasting flint." 

A few moments brought Georgie to the workroom- 
door, at the top of a steep staircase. She paused to 
recover breath and also, sooth to say, to muster courage 
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for the meeting with old Miss Spincks, for eight-and- 
twenty years forewoman of the establishment. " It was 
rather shabby in papa," laughed she to herself, " to leave 
to poor me the brunt of this encounter. Now if I might 
have arranged the gala with that pleasant, civil-spoken 
Miss Blandy, who is second in command, all would have 
run smooth ! but there's no use thinking of it, for papa is 
devoted to crabbed old Spincks, and wouldn't have her 
feelings hurt for the world ! For that matter, no more 
would I." 

The Ogress proved more kindly than Georgie had 
anticipated, and accepted her plan with respect, if not 
with heartiness. She gave some wise hints, and cropped 
off some extravagances ; but when Georgie took her leave 
with warm thanks for her help, the old forewoman drew 
herself up, and said stiffly : " It is my plain dooty. Miss 
Twentyman, to carry out the orders of my employers ; 
but as to the wisdom of this plan, as to its wisdom, I say 
nothing ! Only this I say, it was not the vogue in my 
young days, Miss Twentyman, to cosset young persons, 
and to excite them, and to turn their heads with notice 
and with pleasurings, and cheap trips. I am out of date. 
Miss Twentyman, in my ideas ; I know it j but ' dooty, 
not pleasure,' is my maxim, (whatever the moderns may 
say,) and shall be till I die." 

This conference took place in Miss Spincks's little 
office, wherein each workwoman deposited a tin ticket on 
her arrival, forfeiting a halfpenny of her pay if a quarter 
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of an hour late. Here, too, offenders were reproved or 
dismissed, complaints heard, thieves, real or suspected, 
not .unfrequently searched. No bed of roses was the 
chair which Miss Spincks occupied in this room, and no 
wonder that the wear and tear of her daily round of 
work, combined with twinges of rheumatism which the 
balmy air of May had not, this year, had power to dispel, 
made her a wee bit crosser than usual. Perhaps, also, 
coming events in the workroom were casting their 
shadows before, and very gloomy shadows too — but of 
this more by-and-by. Georgie did not resent the old 
lady's irritable utterances; happiness made 'the young 
thing very forbearing, very tender-hearted. Borne up on 
the butterfly wings of joy and hope, she felt a boundless 
pity for every one that was sickly, or sad, or grey-haired, 
or wrinkled, or in short, not going to be married, and 

that to Captain Francis Delves, of her Majesty's 

regiment ! 

The workroom had hitherto been forbidden ground to 
Miss Twentyman, indeed to every "outsider" except 
Mrs. King, the clergyman's wife, whom Miss Spincks, to 
her honour be it told, made welcome to read aloud to the 
workgirls, once a week, for three quarters of an hour, the 
machines being silenced during that time. 

But Georgie's heart was set on announcing the treat 
herself to those who had toiled in her service ; her father's 
consent was gained, with the remark, half melancholy, 
half jocose, that " henceforward she must take her own 
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way ! It was the Captain's look-out, not his ; perhaps he 
had kept her under a glass case, as one might say, too 
long — and it was as well the child should see a little of life, 
before she 'pack'd up her tatters, and followed the drum.' " 

Georgie, followed by Miss Spincks uttering low grunts 
of disapproval, entered the workroom with beaming eyes, 
which however quickly sank under the gaze of its sixty 
or seventy occupants. It was a large, rather low apart- 
ment, lighted chiefly from overhead. Tables ran the 
whole length of it ; and at them, on benches so high as 
to keep their work from touching the floor, sat the women, 
busy on silk, satin, alpaca or muslin, as the case might 
be. The mantle-makers occupied a large table apart. 
A row of machinists made busy music with their treadles, 
but stopped at a sign from Miss Spincks's skinny uplifted 
finger. She stationed herself a few paces behind Miss 
Twentyman, and looked the very image of chill winter, 
retiring at the advance of rosy spring. But Georgie's 
eager words seemed to have received a check. Perhaps 
the air of the place choked them down : it was not worse 
than that of workrooms in general : the building was an 
old one, but had been fitted up with some regard to 
health and eyesight ; currents of outside air were admitted 
and circulated through the rooms freely — ^too freely, 
thought the more thinly clad girls, whose feet and ankles 
they chilled, and some of whom had been detected (dire 
offence) stuffing rags into the ventilating flues. 

In spite of precautions, the air breathed by sixty-odd 
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pair of lungs from eight till twelve, then from one till 
tea-time, was far from pure, and came sickly and fluff- 
laden to the bodily senses of the young visitor. Still 
more was her mental sense oppressed as she took in at a 
glance the faces turned upon her, most of them dull, 
whitish, thin-featured; some pinched and sharp; a few 
pleasing, nay pretty, but weary looking. The exceptions 
to this rule were a few small maidens called pin girls, who 
ran errands for the rest and served by relays half a day ; 
going to school the other half by Mr. Twentyman's 
special arrangement. The sight of some of the workers 
seemed weak, for they had just sent out a heavy mourning 
order, and the black and the gas and the extra hours had 
told on those young eyes. All were neatly dressed, with 
smooth hair; an untidy or uncleanly worker would of 
course be turned off. 

Miss Blandy was the head woman of the table at which 
Georgie stood, resting one hand on it as she paused to 
recover her breath. Next to her stood two tall girls, 
each in her way fine looking. What was it that made 
Georgie avert her gaze from the flashing, unshrinking eye 
of Olivia Jones, and the beautifully fair, down-looking 
face of Di Crawford ? 

Georgie knew it not, but it was vice from whose broad 
stamp her pure heart unconsciously shrank. Tenderly 
nurtured, she had followed, though perhaps with loitering 
step, the upward path to light ; they, poor girls, roughly 
reared, yet not left without witness and warnings, had dis- 
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regarded those warnings, and seemed to be rushing down 
the broad way that ends in darkness — the darkness that 
may be feh. 

Georgie looked up and spoke thus : " Girls, perhaps 
most of you know that I am going to leave you. The 
last Thursday in June I am to go away, I am to be mar- 
ried, and I wish it to be a very bright day to you all, so 
I invite you in papa's name and my own to dine at one 
o'clock on our lawn in Fairview. I hope to meet you 
there, and that you will all drink my health — our health, 
I mean, and papa's too; after that you shall all have 
a pleasant drive to Tideswell, and you shall have tea 
amongst the ruins of the Castle, and perhaps we — Captain 
Delves and I, I mean — may have a parting glimpse of you 
there. I wish you every enjoyment of the day." .... 
She paused, her voice trembled, but she added, blushing 
deeply — " Dear girls, I am very sorry, now it is too late, 
that I have not been kinder to you and done more for 
you, — when I come to think it over, I cannot forgive my- 
self my many neglects, but I hope you will forgive me, 
and all of you try to be very good. I am not twenty yet, 
and do not pretend to much wisdom, but of this I feel 
sure that one never can be happy unless one is trying to 
be good." 

Thus ended Miss Twentyman's maiden speech : flur- 
ried and shy she retreated behind Miss Spincks, whisper- 
ing, " Dear Spincks, I hope you did not disapprove of my 
little harangue." 
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" Disapprove ? no, no, Miss Georgie, my dear, no, no ;" 
then recollecting herself and stiffening back again to her 
usual mood, she added, " It is not for the employed to 
disapprove of what their employers say or do. I say 
nothing, though this I could say, it was not the vogue in 
my youth for ladies in their teens to speak in public. 
And that talk we hear now about woman's rights and her 
wrongs and her missions, has come up since my days ; 
my dear Miss Twentyman, it seems I was bom in the 
dark ages." 

" Dear Spincks, you are hard on us modems," said 
Georgie, somewhat hurt, " but I see you are ailing and in 
pain to-day, so sit down and rest while I trouble Miss 
Blandy to accompany me to the inner workroom." 

Now it happened that while Georgie had been delivering 
her speech her fingers had played nervously with a bunch 
of wee lockets, coral charms, and such like, fastened to 
her watch-chain. One of these, a gold heart with a small 
diamond in the centre, detached itself from the rest, 
slipped down to her flounce, thence noiselessly fell to the 
floor. Di Crawford's sharp eyes noticed this, and no 
sooner had the girls made their curtseys to Miss Twenty- 
man and sat down, than she with a dexterous jerk of her 
foot pushed the trinket under a little heap of gauze snip- 
pings on the floor. She looked stealthily this way and 
that, and remained satisfied that no one had marked the 
incident except herself, but for once cunning Di was 
mistaken : opposite to her at the table sat a sweet and 
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modest looking girl of foreign appearance named Rachel. 
One of the little pin maidens came up to Rachel, and 
said, " Sister, the young lady has let a bright gold thing 
drop on the floor ; what had we best do ?" 

" Do, my Patty ? why, pick it up and take it to Miss 
Spincks, to be sure," and Rachel stroked the curly head 
as she spoke. 

Down went Patty on hands and knees, but she found 
it no easy matter to search for the bauble, as, turn which 
way she would, Di's foot seemed to intervene between 
her and it. The child however persevered till Di's face 
stooping under the table met hers with such a scowl, and 
Di's hand inflicted on her little arm so sharp a pinch, 
that she sprang up with a cry. To Di's dismay. Miss 
Spincks was instantly on the spot, inquiring into the mat- 
ter with more than her usual keenness. 

" It was nothing," Di said, " only Patty would have it 
that something was lost, and would interrupt her at her 
work ; so she had just given her a nudge, and the spoilt 
child had cried out !" 

Patty's statement however was simple and clear, and 
the blue pinch on her bare arm spoke for itself. " The 
bright thing had dropped," she said, " she had seen it 
drop — there," pointing to a spot on the floor. 

" If so, why is it not there now ?" asked Miss Spincks, 
tartly, " speak the truth, child, I am sick of lies." 

Patty's sweet face crimsoned, she looked fearfully at Di, 
then trustingly at her sister, " Oh, Rachel, must I tell ?" 
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" I think you ought to tell all you know," answered 
Rachel, not without effort, for the real state of the case 
was beginning to dawn on her mind. 

" Then please, ma'am," murmured Patty, more ashamed 
for the culprit than the culprit was for herself, " it's among 
those scraps of gauze at Miss Crawford's feet" 

There in fact it lay, the unconscious little sparkler, the 
innocent cause of much evil. The old forewoman looked 
almost tenderly at Patty. " Good little girl," she said, 
" one in whom is no guile ; God keep thee, child, from 
the corruption that lurks in this very room, from the 
adder's poison that is under some lips here present." 

With a withering glance at Di Crawford, she dismissed 
all present to their tea. Miss Twentyman had already 
gone home, pleased with the general joy her announce* 
ment had excited, and restored to self-complacency by 
some delicate compliments Miss Blandy had paid her 
on her "condescending goodness and sweetness," &c., 
&c., &c. The locket had been restored to her, but the 
little history attached to it had not reached her ear 
at all. 

"Rachel Corrientes, a word with you," said Miss 
Spincks ; and the young foreigner who had been engaged 
with several other girls in laying dust-sheets over the work, 
obeyed her summons and entered the dreaded oflSce. 
This move excited a good deal of remark among the 
motley crew, as they clattered down the steep stairs, 
passing by Patty, who was waiting for her sister. 
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"What's in the wind now?" said Olivia to Di, loud 
enough for Patty to hear, " no good to us poor lasses* who 
don't set up for being better than our neighbours." 

" Ay, ay," responded Di, " still waters run deep — but 
for all her pride, and her Methodist primness, yonder 
foreigner shall have cause to rue the ill turn she did me 
just now." 

Two or three girls who heard these comments, tittered, 
others were silent, or cast kind reassuring glances on 
Patty, as she shrank tearfully back. But one stout bluff- 
looking young woman, more remarkable for honesty of 
countenance than for polish, took up the cudgels for 
Rachel. 

" What nonsense you talk," she said vehemently, " yon 
Rachel is no more a Methodist than yourself ! and all the 
world knows you are no Methodist, more's the pity ! 
Why, don't I see her twice every Sabbath walking past 
our Goshen to the big church a-top of the hill, and 
yonder little lamb, that your bitter words are terrifying, 
walking aside of her? and if, to my thinking, she would 
do better to tarry at Goshen, that is neither here nor 
there ! this I say, if Rachel Corrientes have not the root 
of the matter in her, my name is not Hephzibah Green." 

This harangue proved a settler. Miss Green being 
held in considerable awe by her companions. 

Rachel came out with thoughtful brow from her con- 
ference with Miss Spincks. Hand in hand, she and Patty 
threaded one or two of the narrowest and oldest streets 
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of Masterton, till they came out at a suspension bridge, 
for foot passengers only, thrown over the tidal river which 
passed through the town. Patty danced merrily across 
it, then stood still, looking back towards the old town, 
not insensible to the beauty of the scene. Below, ran the 
river in deep shade, dotted with boats and canoes, and 
one or two barges ; a pleasant hum of voices and dashing 
of oars came up softly to the ear. High on a platform 
of rock stood the parish church, its massive square tower 
touched by the rays of the western sun, which trans- 
formed the dull red of its sandstone into so glowing a 
crimson, as a painter would have been afraid to imitate 
closely. Happily for lovers of the picturesque, the mo- 
dem part of the town was hidden out from this point ; 
for Masterton had become a great railway junction and 
depot of late years, and its population having doubled, the 
lower part of the hill had gradually become covered with 
lines of brick houses all built on the same pattern, and 
converging towards the station. 

This, with its engine-houses, steel-works, &c., occupied 
a very large area, and, in fact, created most of the wealth 
of the town. But from the suspension bridge, as we' 
have said, all these unsightly evidences of prosperity were 
hidden out by the shoulder of the hill ; only a spire or two, 
and the cupola of the noble town hall, were visible. On 
the farther bank of the river a range of handsome houses 
stood, each house apart, with shrubbery and greenhouse, 
and garden-terrace down to the water's edge. Fairview, 
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Mr. Twentyman's abode, was the remotest of these dwell- 
ings, being situated nearly a mile from the bridge. 

I 

The humble home of Rachel and Patty was a gah-et 
in a small neat brick house at the end of a long row, 
built ten years ago, on a waste bit of ground near this 
bridge. It was a poor but peaceful home to the mother* 
less girls, for its owners, whose top room they rented for 
a very moderate sum, were a homely, kindly couple, 
both of them deaf and dumb, honest and religious, and 
tenderly solicitous for the welfare of their young lodgers. 
Wren earned thirty shillings a week in some department 
of the railway, and strange as it may seem, if any business 
turned up in which perception of motives and general 
shrewdness were wanted. Wren was the man selected for 
that business ; Mrs. Wren too was a capable body in her 
way, and as kind as capable. 

Mrs. Wren was in her tiny garden plot, picking parsley, 
when the girls entered it. At a shrill call from Patty, a 
number of pigeons congregated on the roof came flutter- 
ing down to meet her, and a white fantail perched on the 
child's shoulder, and softly pecked and caressed her. It 
was a pretty sight, and chanced to catch the eye of Miss 
Twentyman, who was walking leisurely back to Fairview 
on the arm of her betrothed. They paused : " What a 
lovely picture that child would make !" said Captain 
Delves, who was gifted with an artistic eye : " observe, 
Georgie, the bird nestling against her waxen cheek, and , 
wavy dark hair ; mark the unconscious grace of her atti- 
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tude, as she raises those soft almond-shaped eyes towards 
the flight of pigeons circling overhead. Really, if my 
painter-brother Jack could sketch her as she stands, the 
picture would make his fortune." 

" Ah, little Patience Corrientes," replied Georgie, " she 
is indeed a beautiful child, and we will introduce her and 
her pigeons to him next week." 

So saying she passed on, nodding brightly to the girls, 
whom a sudden panic among the pigeons had made aware 
of her presence. 



CHAPTER II. 

" My sour husband, my hard-hearted lord." 

Shakespeare's Ruhard It. 

TT would have been no easy thing to define exactly to 
what country Rachel and Patty belonged. Their 
father, and his fathers before him for nearly three hun- 
dred years, had inhabited the old town of Mechlin, in 
Flanders, best known by its manufacture of lace; but, 
like many families stitl to be found there, they had 
migrated from Spain in the days when Philip II. ruled 
the Netherlands, and had never lost the characteristic 
features, complexion, dress, and tone of mind of their 
southern forefathers. Corrientes, a very clever, unsettled 
young engineer, bad worked from boyhood in the great 
Mechlin Station, so well known to travellers, but growing 
tired of that very torpid old town and the dead flat around 
it, had crossed the " narrow seas" to England, got work 
there, and married. His wife, like himself, possessed a 
double nationality, for though bom and bred within the 
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sound of Bow bell, she was a Jewess, educated with the 
utmost care, but disowned by her family ever since the 
day on which, from deep , conviction, she sought and 
received Christian Baptism. The loneliness which this 
step entailed upon her forms her best excuse for ac- 
cepting the hand which Corrientes offered. She was an 
excellent wife to him, and followed him to various lands, 
where he worked for various railway companies. The 
only place to which she could ever truly give the title of 
home was his old father's little farm-house near Mechlin. 
There an affectionate welcome ever awaited Rachel the 
elder, as we will call her, and there Rachel the younger 
first saw the light and spent some infant years, while her 
parents were on the move. They returned to claim her 
after a while, bringing with them a splendid boy and two 
more girls, which last died early, probably lacking stamina 
to bear up against rapid changes of climate and food. 
The young mother also grew to look worn and delicate ; 
but the cause with her lay deeper than mere bodily hard- 
ships. Corrientes had always hidden a selfish heart 
under an engaging exterior, and, as years passed, two 
passions got the mastery over him, love of excitement 
and love of gain, until he grew hard and close. He kept 
much of his earnings from his wife, and either spent or 
invested them, she knew not which. Then a habit grew 
upon him of absenting himself for several weeks at a time, 
giving no account of his doings. So a chill fear of him 
crept over his little household ; and Rachel and Martin 
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clung more and more to their tender, hard-workmg, 
much-enduring mother, and to the baby sister, born in 
sunny France. 

When the children were about fourteen, twelve, and 
five, an excellent situation in the engineering department 
at Masterton Junction fell vacant, and Corrientes ob- 
tained it ; and actually stuck to it for three years, with 
few and comparatively short absences. He also bestowed 
both pains and money on Martin's education, and seemed 
to take a pride in the boy, teaching him much scientific 
knowledge in his own department. He was still harsh 
and careless towards his two Rachels, and even towards 
little Patty, whose infantine loveliness had for a while 
made "the dull, hard stone within him melt.'' After 
months of gloom and mystery, there came a day of 
terrible disclosure; Corrientes told his wife, with no 
preamble, that he had agreed to join a party of engineers 
bound on some private venture to Central America; he 
should probably be away three years; he expected to 
make a great deal of money, and she need not fear but 
that ample remittances should be sent her. " You shall 
hear from us regularly," he added abruptly, while his 
keen eye rested on her face which the word " us" had 
blanched utterly ; " Martin or I will write once a month." 

He left the house after uttering these words ; cowardly 
as unfeeling, hef would not face his wife's meek, uncom- 
plaining anguish, and avoided home as much as possible 
till the day of final leave-taking. Then even he broke 
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down at sight of her grief and that of her son, whom 
up to that moment the prospect of exploring new and 
wonderful lands had buoyed up in some degree. It 
seemed as if the tall, slender, bright-eyed lad of fifteen, 
locked in his mother's arms, could never tear himself 
away, — never ! But railway trains, like time and tide, 
wait for no man, and Martin had to go. 

"Mother," he whispered in an agony of grief, "I 
promise I will be all you wish me to be; yes, God 
helping me, I will ; and, mother, we shall meet again." 

" Yes, dear, we shall," she said, with a strange smile 
on her wan face ; " how could T live if I didn't think 
that? and, Martin, whatever befalls, be good to your 
father." 

So they parted, the boy to forget his troubles on the 
bright breezy ocean and amid the gold and crimson 
glories of tropical sunsets and sunrises ; the mother to 
struggle for a year or so against the languor of incipient 
disease, and then sink to rest in Rachel's arms. She died 
^s she had lived, a true daughter of Abraham, rejoicing 
to see His day in Whom her great forefather believed of 
old, and was glad. Some things are past describing, 
so we will not dwell on Rachel's feelings at this great 
turning point of her life. A simple, childlike faith alone 
kept her from sinking. She rose, as all true-hearted 
Christians do rise, to the emergency ; thought of every- 
thing, calmed the sensitive, excitable little Patty, in her 
first wild grief, and wrote dutifully to her absent father^ 



WHAT IS RIGHT, COMES RIGHT. 21 

adding a soothing note to Martin. Happily a liberal 
remittance from Central America came opportunely for 
the expense of the funeral, and enabled her to pay all 
debts, and leave the large noisy lodging-house in the 
heart of the town, where their mother had died, and 
move to the cozy garret in the Wrens' abode which we 
have alluded to. 

Rachel had, through Miss Spincks's kindness, the offer 
of more than one excellent situation as "young lady's 
maid," but her mother's djring counsel had been that she 
should await in Masterton her father's return, and that 
she and Patty should never part. So she continued 
steadily at work in Mr. Twentyman's establishment. 

The pay there was more liberal (or rather, less inade- 
quate, taking into account wear and tear of health and sight 
such work involves) than in many workrooms I know of. 
For Mr. Twent3rman was emphatically a "just man," one 
who did not " make haste to be rich," but duly weighed 
the claims of the " hands" in his employ on his Christian 
kindness and care as well as on his justice. 

So though it was sometimes hard to make both ends 
meet, the sisters had never known want. Patty's two 
shillings a week paid for their rent, and it was pretty to 
see the child's face dimpling with sweet content as she 
received her pay each Saturday, and at once put it into 
Rachel's hands. Even grave Mr. Fairfax, the junior 
partner, who generally acted as paymaster, sometimes 
broke into a sunny smile at the sight of her artless delight. 
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When the girls entered the " Wren's Nest" they found 
the kettle singing on the fire, its music, alas, unheard by 
their kind hostess. The little woman was however in 
excellent spirits, the cause of which she soon revealed by 
rapid finger-talk, helped out with odd uncouth sounds, 
all which Patty had a marvellous knack of unriddling. 
She had got a lodger for her spare bedroom and parlour, 
which, through some untowardness, had been vacant for 
several weeks. Then followed eager questions from 
Patty on this mighty domestic event, and then came the 
announcement that Miss Blandy was the lodger in ques- 
tion, and that she was to turn in on Saturday. She had 
demurred for a while at the rent, and succeeded in 
beating it down a shilling in consideration of her bedroom 
looking out on the Cemetery, but barring that, all had 
gone smooth, and Mrs. Wren was vastly elated at the 
prospect of so elegant an inmate. Patty joined in this 
sentiment as she deftly laid out the cups and saucers ; 
and Rachel, to whom the news brought a heart-sink, said 
not a word to damp their harmless cheer, but knelt on at 
the grate toasting a slice of bread till its further side grew 
as black as a coal. 

This error being rectified, the trio were sitting down to 
tea, when, lo ! a knock at the door. 

** Joy, joy," cried Patty, " a letter from Martin, with 
oh, such a lot of postmarks upon it !'' 

Hardly had she put it into Rachel's hand, when a 
second knock was heard at the door. Patty quickly 
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opened it, revealing to their astonished gaze the tall 
figure of Mr. Fairfax. He lifted his hat to Mrs. Wren 
and Rachel, and there was a look of trouble in his 
dark eyes and a sound of trouble in his voice as he 
said: 

" Miss Corrientes, will you allow me to have a word 
with you? It may save you some trouble to know 
that the workrooms are closed for this evening. The 
fact is that Miss Spincks has, I grieve to say, been 
attacked with severe illness within the last hour." 

Rachel stood mute and sorrow-stricken at this an- 
nouncement : only her speaking eyes seemed to ask for 
further details. 

" It is paralysis," he went on to say. " She had sent 
me an urgent message, desiring to speak with me in the 
office ; when I reached it, ten minutes after five, I found 
her stretched on the floor, the use of one side gone, 
her speech, though not her understanding, quite confused. 
I hope, I trust she cannot have lain long in so distressing 
a position !" 

" Oh, no, sir," Rachel answered with quivering lips, " I 
was with her when the Minster clock struck five : she 
then looked so ill, and seemed so much agitated, that I 
begged leave to see her home, but she declined my arm, 
saying that she was expecting you every moment. — 
And the doctor, was he at hand ?" 

" Happily, Dr. Hall was in the street," said Mr. Fairfax, 
" so we lifted her into his carriage and got her home in 
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three minutes. Mr. Twentyman, whom we met, at once 
sent for a skilled nurse from the hospital : her widowed 
sister at Manchester is telegraphed for, so I trust nothing 
is wanting to secure her comfort, if not her ultimate 
cure." 

He paused as if there was something more to be said, 
of a private nature. No fear of the communication being 
overheard or guessed, for Mrs. Wren was washing up the 
tea things, with her back turned to them, and Patty with 
her fingers in both ears was busily learning her nightly 
text and verse of hymn to be said to Rachel in the 
morning. Mr. Fairfax glanced towards the peaceful pair, 
then said : *' It troubles me much that our friend was 
wholly unable to put into words the cause, clearly an 
urgent one, of her sending for me ; so how to carry out 
her wishes I know not. Can you give me a clue to 
them, Miss Corrientes? you were last with her. She 
esteemed you, trusted you, always spoke warmly of your 
tact and loyal feeling towards her ; perhaps you can tell 
me what this great trouble is, this last ounce that has 
broken the camel's back ?" 

He sighed heavily : Miss Spincks had been his mother's 
friend ; she had held him at the font thirty-three years 
before. During the two years of his wedded life, a time 
of great pressure from the consumptive tendency his 
young wife had developed the autumn after her marriage. 
Miss Spincks had helped him in his patient nursing of 
the fretful invalid ; she had found a trustworthy nurse for 
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his motherless boy, and herself helped to pilot little Hugh 
through the Scylla and Charybdis of measles and whoop- 
ing-cough. So the homely elderly woman was very dear 
to the young " strong man with heart of little child," and 
neither the fear of ridicule, nor the short-lived annoyance 
caused by her unmannerly plain-speaking, could damp his 
earnest regard. 

"Perhaps the question I ask is scarcely a fair one," 
pursued Mr. Fairfax, observing a degree of hesitation in 
Rachel's manner, " but had you seen Miss Spincks's dis- 
tress and heard her vain attempts to put its cause into 
words, you would enter into my anxiety." 

" I do indeed," answered Rachel, " I do enter into it ; 
and, if you please, will put you in possession of one 
or two facts which have, I know, grieved Miss Spincks 
this last week. They are known to the whole work- 
room, so it can be no breach of confidence to mention 
them." 

She related briefly the incident of the locket, also the 
disappearance from a locked drawer of a pair of costly 
sleeve-links, which however had been mysteriously put 
back a day or two after, the hubbub their loss excited 
having probably alarmed the thief. The simple recital 
conveyed the impression of much want of truth, principle, 
and common honesty among the inmates of the work- 
room, but to such evils Miss Spincks was used, and she 
had a marvellous power of keeping them in check ; so 
both Rachel and Mr. Fairfax felt sure there must be 
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something worse in the background than even repeated 
acts of petty larceny to affect her so much. Mr. Fairfax 
said so. 

" Yes," said Rachel thoughtfully, " I have heard Miss 
Spincks use the word * conspiracy / I know that she has 
received anonymous letters which disturbed her greatly. 
I believe, but am not certain, that one came to her 
to-day." 

"To-day?" asked Mr. Fairfax, much excited, and pac- 
ing the little kitchen hurriedly. '* Poor soul ! Couldn't 
they let her alone, so ill as she has looked for weeks 
past? But what makes you think she received such a 
letter to-day ?" 

"Because," she answered, "when summoned to the 
office I found Miss Spincks with a lighted match in her 
hand, carefully destroying a letter ; she shook very much, 
and spoke incoherently." 

"What did she say? tell me," asked Mr. Fairfax, 
quickly ; " pray recajl her words, if you can." 

" She spoke of * stabs in the dark,' " said Rachel sadly, 
" and of enemies of her own, who would gladly see her 
in her grave, and she told me I had enemies too, and 
had she known me less well, they might have shaken her 
faith in me." The girl stopped, colouring deeply. 

Mr. Fairfax's thoughtful eyes rested on her for a 
moment. " Your name was often on her lips," he said, 
"as we conveyed her home; and she muttered other 
names also, but with a marked aversion and a sort of 
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fear. Do you think, Miss Corrientes, that these * enemies' 
really exist, or is it a sick fancy merely ?" 

" I fear they do exist," she replied. " Nay, I am sure 
of it, — but, may I beg of you, Mr. Fairfax, to ask no 
further questions to-day ; I dare not hazard conjectures 
which might touch some one's good name, unjustly." 

" I dare say you are right," he said ; " but I cannot 
help wishing my old friend had not destroyed those 
letters. It is a mistake to think that anonymous hints 
are always to be rejected — the writer may be well-mean- 
ing but timid, or even, granted that he is a despicable 
sneak and his intent malicious, still his information may 
be of great value; now you see, we are left in the 
dark." 

" Ah," sighed Rachel, " I fear the mischief will but too 
soon burst forth, now Miss Spincks is taken from us ; she 
was so just, so true, so firm ; what will become of us 
without her ?" and the girl wrung her hands in sorrow. 

Mr. Fairfax was moved, though his rejoinder sounded 
abrupt : " Come, come, we mustn't altogether take the 
gloomy view of things ; they may clear up, you know ; at 
all events, sooner or later, 'whatever is right, comes 
right.' Twenty years ago I heard those words uttered 
by one of the best and noblest men that ever lived, the 
great Bishop Selwyn, and they have always stuck by me, 
and always proved true — but I beg your pardon : I did 
not mean to preach." Rachel smiled faintly, and Mr. 
Fairfax bowed and departed, only pausing at the door to 
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say : " I am off to London to-night, on urgent business : 
may my boy invite his little playmate to tea, to-morrow 
evening ? he is so lonely when I am away." 

Leave was granted, and Mr. Fairfax went to his house, 
which was only divided from the Wren's Nest by a shady 
lane. It was a pleasant old-fashioned gabled building, 
standing by itself, with a shrubbery in front, and kitchen 
garden with bright flower-borders, and old sun-dial at the 
back. A beautiful hornbeam hedge shut out the little 
domain from all eyes; not from all ears however, for 
little Hughie's glad shout of welcome to his father, and 
the patter of small feet on the gravel running to meet 
him, were distinctly heard at Wren's Nest. 

But Martin's letter now claimed all Rachel's thoughts. 
It was begun at some place with a wild Indian name in 
Central America, and its first page breathed only sadness. 
Martin hoped it was not wrong to open his heart to his 
sister: his father, though not harsh to him, was daily 
waxing more gloomy and morose : the men they worked 
with were a brutal lot, neither fearing God nor regarding 
man : evidently Martin was heart-sick and home-sick, 
since hearing of his great bereavement ; even the beauty 
of tropical nature had lost its charm. " How gladly," he 
wrote, "would I change the bright-feathered birds of 
these forests for the dingiest Masterton sparrow, and our 
most gorgeous flowers here for one daisy from my mother's 
grave !" Then followed more details as to their father's 
wretched state, and then brief glimpses of the boy's own 
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feelings, and the working of his mind under trial, so 
beautiful and so consoling that Rachel's heart throbbed 
with delight. Then the letter broke off, and ten days 
later ended thus : " Dear Rachel, dear Patty, we are on 
our way home ! My father hks split with those ruffians ; 
I thought they would have murdered us, but thank 
Heaven, we got away safe though next to penniless, for 
the paper money they paid us in is just worthless ! No 
remittance for you, thafs the sting of it ; but won't I work 
for you, dears, if I get home safe ? We shall work our 
passage home easily, in a sailing vessel, so don't fret 
about us." 

How many times the sisters kissed that letter it would 
be hard to say. It lay under their pillow all night ; its 
contents were their main topic next day as they walked 
to the workroom. Its door was still locked when they 
arrived; a cluster of girls full of eager curiosity had 
gathered round it, and the excitement rose to a high pitch 
when Miss Blandy appeared, all smiles and satisfaction, 
her costume the perfection of Parisian trimness. After 
her, at some distance, came Mr. Beaumont Twentyman, a 
distant cousin of the head of the firm, and manager of its 
business abroad ; in his hand was the key of the work- 
room establishment, the door of which with a great deal 
of flourish he threw open. 

Mr. Beaumont or, as he was oftener called, Beau 
Twentyman, was a man of about forty, brought up in 
Paris, where his mother had kept a " Magasin des Modes." 



30 WHAT IS RIGHT, COMES RIGHT, 

In build and complexion he was English, but in dress 
and manners a bad type of Frenchman. He had made 
himself extremely useful to the firm by his thorough 
knowledge and capital selection of silks, velvets, and all 
other foreign manufactures in their line. No feminine 
eye or taste could excel his in millinery ; so, as long as 
the Channel divided them, he and his worthy old cousin 
got on well, and the value of his services was recognised 
in a very substantial manner by the head of the house. 
His flying visits to Masterton were all very well : but 
when in the spring of this year he suddenly showed an 
inclination to prolong them, and even took a lodging in 
the best street of Masterton, and transplanted some of 
his Parisian furniture and knick-knacks into it, old Mr. 
Twentyman grew uncomfortable : as he confidentially 
told Mr. Fairfax, " I don't like the fellow, and I don't 
trust him ; for all his French polish and for all his sharp- 
ness and cleverness, his heart is rotten at core, take my 
word for it ! Do you know, Fairfax, I suspect he's got 
into some scrape in Paris, and finds it convenient to 
rusticate, as he calls it, here for a while : I've given him 
the strongest hints to take himself off, but bless you, it's 
like pouring water on a duck's back ! I'm fairly at a loss 
what to do next." Mr. Fairfax, as usual, had some brief 
but weighty suggestions to offer on this delicate subject, 
and the old man decided to let the matter rest till his 
junior partner's return from London, the middle of the 
next week. 
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Meanwhile, Beau took more and more upon himself, 
and on the morning after Miss Spincks's seizure, availed 
himself of Mr. Twentyman's being laid up with a twinge 
of gout, and of Mr. Fairfax's being away, to show off a 
little in the workroom. Behold him then, flinging open 
the door, then leaning against it in his French summer 
nankeen-coloured suit and shirt frilled at the wrist and 
bosom. There are premature puckers and lines on his 
handsome face ; and there is a lurking sneer about his 
mouth. As he lounges against the door, one well-formed 
leg thrown forward, and one shapely white hand twirling 
the big key, he bestows a broad stare on each workwoman 
that passes by him to mount the staircase. 

Di and Olivia rather court this notice than otherwise ; 
even Miss Blandy seems on the watch to propitiate him, 
but obtains no attention, for Rachel Corrientes now comes 
up with Patty at her side. He starts from his lounging 
attitude, looks sullenly irresolute for a moment, then bows 
with less than his ordinary assurance. " Charming child !" 
he said to Patty, laying a finger on one of her crisp 
natural curls, but the little girl only passed on the more 
quickly, squeezing Rachel's hand as her wont was when 
frightened. 

Poor motherless Rachel, none but herself knew the 
annoyance caused for weeks past by Beau's impertinent 
admiration, how he had beset her path, had nodded 
familiarly from the windows of his club, and shown him- 
self insensible alike to her silence and her rebuffs. Only 
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three days before she had met at her garden gate a boy, 
who had, before she was aware, thrust into her hands a 
case of eau de Cologne, and with it an elegant notelet 
exhibiting the initials " B. T." in blue and gold. To run 
with fleet foot after the messenger and press both back 
into his unwilling grasp was the work of a moment, but 
it took Rachel hours to recover from the anxious vexed 
feeling the transaction caused her. She now took her 
usual place in the workroom, missing, as she did so, Miss 
Spincks's formal but kindly greeting. With bent head she 
began pulling thimble, scissors, and cottons out of her 
neat work-basket, to be ready for action as soon as the 
work was given out — but her thoughts were not in her 
work; no, they were wandering in an endless maze of 
perplexity and dejection. " All these things are against 
me," was their tenor as she remembered how many earthly 
props had been as it were knocked away from her of late, 
— ^no mother, — no father, (for moody as Corrientes was, he 
would not have seen his child wronged,) — Miss Spincks 
hors de combat, — Miss Blandy supreme, — no Clergyman 
or Clergyman's wife acquainted with her friendless posi- 
tion, for Mr. and Mrs. King had come to Masterton since 
her mother's death, and since her own Confirmation, so 
nothing had occurred to bring her under their special 
notice. Were not all these things against her? The 
thought was a momentary one, no sooner realized than 
checked. /Rachel's wakeful conscience stung her at once ; 
and humbly bowing her gentle &ce, and clasping her 
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hands tightly together, she murmured low, unnoticed by 
the busy throng : " Oh, forgive my distrust ; 

' So long Thy love hath blessed me, sure it still ' 

Will lead me on, 
0*er moor and fen, o*er crag and torrent, till 
The night is gone.' 



>i} 



While thus wrestling with the chill spirit of unbelief 
which, more than any calamity of God's appointment, 
crushes the heart out of us, the girl was fortunate enough 
to remain deaf to Beau Twentyman's introduction of 
Miss Blandy to the assembled workwomen. In ^' glib and 
oily" phrase he requested the fair ladies before him to 
receive, with homage due, the fair lady at his side, well 
known in Paris, that temple of fashion, as an accomplished 
handmaid of the Graces. Hitherto, he hinted. Master- 
ton toilets had been wanting in stylishness, which had 
been frightened away by a certain prim personage but too 
well known to all present. At these words a titter was 
heard here and there, but most of the girls had good 
feeling enough to look grave, and the Beau, perceiving 
he had overshot his mark, cleared his throat, fidgeted, 
laughed, and finally broke down. It was not however in 
his nature to be long abashed, so, drawing on his gloves, 
he made a final bow, kissed the tips of his fingers to the 
assembled company, and ran down stairs. Silence pre- 
vailed awhile, then was heard the voice of Hephzibah 
Green, with a twang of ineffable contempt in it, quoting 

D 



^4 ^^A T IS RIGHT, COMES RIGHT. 

the words of the wise son of Sirach, " A man's attire, and 
excessive laughter, and gait, show what he is." 

Even the Wren's Nest was no tranquil haven that 
evening, as Miss Blandy's boxes choked passage and 
stairs, and the handmaid of the Graces herself, aided by 
Di Crawford, was giving orders in no gentle key to a 
bewildered boy as to the bestowing of them. But the 
finishing touch of discomfort came about eight o'clock, 
when Wren returned home from his work, and for the 
first time found himself face to face with his distinguished 
lodger. He stood still awhile, scanning her narrowly with 
his small bright eyes : then a distinct look of disapproval 
and dislike shot forth from them, and he hastily turned 
into his kitchen and closed the door with a bang. Now, 
it was usually quite a pleasant thing to see the evening 
greeting of this loving pair. Wren once wrote to a friend 
of his : " My dear wife always gets me comfort when I 
come from my workings, and she always smiles at me, 
* Welcome home.' " So she did this Saturday evening, 
but the frown on her lord and master's brow turned her 
hilarity into gloom ; by a series of odd sounds, grimaces, 
and jerks of the elbow, he gave her to understand that 
his opinion of her discretion was, to say the least of it, 
severely shaken by her acceptance of Miss Blandy ; that 
he had repeatedly met this young person walking out 
late with giddy companions, that, to his mind, she re- 
sembled their cat. Velvet, which had smooth fur but cruel 
claws ;• to sum up all, she must be got rid of shortly, at 
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the week's end, if possible, lest, touching pitch, Rachel or 
the sweet, simple little Patty, should be defiled. This 
announcement brought floods of tears from Mrs. Wren, 
tears, at first, of angry disappointment, for, like most deaf 
mutes, she possessed a fiery temper; but after awhile 
wifely duty and Christian meekness got the upper hand, 
and she owned her error and promised to get rid of the 
lodger at the end of the month, for which term, unluckily, 
the rooms had been secured. Through this wise for- 
bearance, her favourite boast that she and Wren might 
justly claim the famous flitch of Dunmow, was not for- 
feited. 

Not till near midnight did all the inmates of Wren's 
Nest subside into quiet. Even then sleep was slow in 
weighing their eyelids down, for the night was hotter than 
is often the case in June ; not a breath of air was stirring, 
not a leaf moved on the thorn and laburnum trees which 
shaded that side of the Cemetery ; far-off" rural sounds 
made themselves heard in this quiet suburb skirting the 
city of the dead ; crickets and grasshoppers chirped shrilly, 
a persevering land-rail uttered its hoarse call firom the 
green uplands over against the town, and a sedge-bunting 
trilled its low warbling song among the willows that dipped 
their long branches in the river. Presently the Infirmary 
clock struck twelve : a dozen other clocks followed in 
various tones, and the grand old Minster bell wound up 
with booming echo, ushering in the eventful week of 
Georgie Twentyman's wedding. 



CHAPTER III. 

** On Sundays Heaven's gate stands ope. 
Blessings are plentiful and rife, more plentiful than hope." 

George Herbert. 

1VT0 wonder Rachel lay still and wakeful that hot 
Saturday night, for many cares were pressing on 
her mind. She had hoped to see Miss Spincks that day, 
the invalid having expressed a wish to that effect ; but to 
her sorrow and disappointment, a threatening of another 
attack had compelled Dr. Hall to postpone the meeting. 
Then Rachel's thoughts would recur with disgust to the 
new lodger, and to a few words concerning her which 
Mr. Fairfax had turned in to say on the Friday evening 
when on the point of starting for London. He had only 
just heard that it was Miss Blandy who was coming on 
the morrow to the Wren's Nest, and the information dis- 
turbed him to a pitch which he himself hardly felt to be 
reasonable. He had no proofs as yet of distinct evil in 
Miss Blandy, but he had strong suspicions, which the 
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easy terms on which he had observed her to be with Di 
Crawford had increased ; and the thought of her coming 
into close daily contact with gentle Rachel and her little 
quick-witted sister caused him actual pain ; he could not, 
would not, go away for some days without giving Rachel 
a caution. This he did briefly and shyly, fearing the 
appearance of dictating to one in her lonely position. 
But Rachel well understood the manly kindness of heart 
which paid to orphanhood and poverty as deep homage 
as is usually accorded to rank and riches. 

"I thank you from my heart," she said, "for your 
goodness to Patty and me; since mother and Miss 
Spincks were taken from us we have few to give us good 
counsel ; yours shall be careftilly heeded.*' 

" I hope," rejoined Mr. Fairfax, glancing at the newly- 
received letter still in Rachel's hand, "that your natural pro- 
tectors, your father and brother, will soon return to you." 

" We can hardly tell," she said ; " the contents of this 
letter are many weeks old, and I am not geographer 
enough to make much of the postmarks." 

" Perhaps I could help you," said Mr. Fairfax, and he 
did help by ascertaining that it had been posted in the 
Bahama Islands, and that fully allowing for the delays of 
a sailing vessel, there had been more than time already 
for the Corrientes to reach England. So the sisters were 
now on the tiptoe of expectation, amounting with Rachel 
to that hope deferred which maketh the heart t;ick. 

Last, but not least, Patty's future occupied Rachel's 
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mind, for she had come to the conclusion that hence- 
forward the workroom was no place for her. Rachel 
could hardly believe it to be the very room over which 
Miss Spincks had presided but two days before. It had 
turned into a bear-garden at once! When after much 
ado all were seated and at work, angry contradictions, 
loud talk, and smothered giggling continued to prevail : 
one sample however of this unedifying state of things will 
suffice, we think, to justify Rachel's resolution of with- 
drawing Patty from the workroom, even at the cost of 
two shillings a week, and of her darling's company. 

A fresh bridesmaid having been added to the seven 
who were to cluster round Georgie on the following 
Thursday, many hands were at work on her costume. 
The skirt, nearly completed, was in the hands of Di, 
Olivia, Rachel, and our friend Hephzibah Green, whose 
peculiar merit lay in the exactness with which she measured 
distances or pinned on bows or bouquets. Now Heph- 
zibah, in spite of Miss Spincks's best efforts, had always 
been a laughing-stock to the community, and nothing but 
the fear of her sudden sharp retorts, when provoked 
beyond her endurance, had kept them in bounds. It 
must be owned she laid herself open to a good deal of 
ridicule, not by the strict principles on which she avowedly 
acted, and which kept her honest, truthful and pure ; it 
was by an unwise, untimely, thrusting in of the most 
sacred truths that she made herself and the cause she 
loved distasteful. 
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Rachel, whose retiring nature made any public religious 
talk an effort, often blamed herself humbly for this re- 
ticence, and admired Hephzibah's out-spoken boldness. 
Still she perceived its faulty side, and often found herself 
involuntarily fidgeting and tapping her foot on the floor 
while her friend launched forth on points of high doctrine, 
largely quoting the experiences of her pastor, "gifted 
Master Nangle," the aged and respectable resident 
preacher of Goshen. On this occasion, Miss Green drew 
attention towards herself by clearing her throat repeatedly ; 
and holding up between her finger and thumb a graceful 
artificial spray of myrtle and carnation, which she eyed 
askance with a sour and contemptuous look. 

**Is it seemly, think you," asked she severely of 
Rachel, " that professors such as you and me, pilgrims 
which have turned our backs on the Vanity Fair of cor- 
rupt fashions, should dally with gew-gaws like these ? Is 
it seemly, I say ? is it consistent ? is it unto edification ?" 

"Not otherwise, I trust," replied Rachel, perceiving 
that an answer was expected of her ; " you know," she 
added reverently, " the Bible says a great deal about the 
adorning of brides, as of a right and fitting thing." 

" Of brides, perhaps," admitted Hephzibah, grudgingly ; 
" I grant you so far ; but this vain and foolish custom 
which worldlings have of heaping to themselves brides- 
maids, savours it not of ostentation ?" 

Rachel smiled, and leaning towards Hephzibah, re- 
peated softly; "The virgins that be her fellows shall 
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bear her company; dear Miss Green, the world is full 
enough of sad and evil things, why should we find fault 
with that which may be innocent and good ?" 

Hephzibah was mollified, though for her dignity's sake, 
she thought proper to rejoin, "We will hope so; but 
beware, Rachel Corrientes, of a spirit of weak compliance. 
Some there be, Master Nangle often says, that have 
renounced the world and would not wholly shake hands 
with it, yet do they give it two fingers or so, and thus get 
within its grip ; nay he says — ^" 

But here the speaker was interrupted by something like 
a groan from the audience, and then the voice of Olivia, 
supported by Di and others, was heard droning forth with 
mock solemnity : 

" Ralph Nangle is a sad — old — prig, 
Of fourscore years and more : 
And when in Goshen he holds forth 
The folks begin to snore/' 

" To snore ! to snore ! to snore !" echoed many voices 
in chorus. A perfect hubbub ensued, loud laughter and 
smothered remonstrances blending in it ; but the laughter 
prevailed and even infected little Patty. As usual, how- 
ever, the child's eyes sought her sister's, and the distress 
she saw depicted there sobered her in a moment. 
Rachel felt in an agony, as she saw the features of her 
honest, though ill-judging friend, convulsed with sudden 
rage. How would that " professor," as she had just styled 
herself, bear up against such provocation ? Rachel had 
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often admired her meekness under impertinent remarks 
pointed against her looks and dress, but this attack on 
her special guide and oracle, to whom she still faithfully 
clung while most of his followers had deserted him for 
younger and more shining teachers, how would Heph- 
zibah bear it? Alas, our poor "professor," stung by the 
mocking looks and voices around, still more stung by 
the ripple of laughter which broke from Patty's rosy lips, 
quite forgot herself. She started to her feet with scarlet 
cheeks and gleaming eyes, exclaiming fiercely, "You 
daughters of Heth ! you despiteful and disdainful ones 
that love, as John Bunyan has it, to pick holes in the 
coats of the godly: how dare ye?" She paused for 
breath, and again the provoking voices were heard 
humming, 

''To snore ! to snore ! to snore ! 
The folks b^n to snore !" 

But another voice now addressed the enraged speaker : 
by a sudden impulse Patty's arms were twined round 
Hephzibah's neck, a kiss was laid on her quivering Hps, 
and the child's treble tones were heard, " O, do forgive 
me for laughing, please do, dear Miss Green. I love you 
dearly, and I didn't mean to vex you — only the song was 
so funny ;" and a little tremulous laugh mingled with her 
pleading for pardon. 

" My lamb — my lamb," cried Hephzibah, straining the 
young suppliant in her arms ; " pardon's granted, and not 
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to thee only, but to those froward ones also, that would 
fain make thee like themselves, my lily among thorns 1" 

So the scene ended, to the disappointment of some, 
and relief of others ; but in her midnight musings, Rachel 
decided, on a review of it, that her beloved charge should 
revisit the workroom no more. 

A gentle breeze shivered in the laburnum branches, 
when the sisters woke at half-past six on Sunday morning, 
but it had died away before Rachel took her solitary way 
to Church shortly before eight. Good Mrs. Wren, her 
usual companion, for once made the too frequent mistake 
of staying away from Church, because her temper had 
been ruffled the previous day, but the sorrows and cares 
which that same day had brought to Rachel produced a 
directly opposite effect on her more chastened spirit ; a 
craving for strength, wisdom and consolation, a calm 
conviction, after the holy Service was concluded, that it 
had been to her a blessing indeed. She had committed 
herself, Patty, Martin, her poor father, to God's keeping ; 
she had prayed for all who showed her kindness, and for 
all who were unkind ; she had given thanks for all her 
blessings, and for all her crosses likewise. 

" His blessing at her heart is warm, 
She fears no vexing mood," 

as she hastens home by the suspension bridge and shady 
lane, and is greeted at the garden gate by Patty and a 
cloud of pigeons. 
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The little congregation had been lessened by the 
absence of Miss Spincks, cut off from it by pining sick- 
ness. Mr. Fairfax, too, was away, but on the other hand, 
there was the unwonted vision of Georgie Twentyman, 
who trembling on the edge of her new happiness, could 
not wait till mid-day to seek quietness and confidence 
where best they can be found. Captain Delves accom- 
panied her. 

After a cheerful though frugal breakfast in the kitchen, 
the girls climbed to their garret; here Patty's Sunday 
teaching went on, Rachel continuing it on the same plan 
which her mother had adopted with her. Had Rachel 
had her own way she would gladly have been a regular 
teacher, and taken Patty to be a learner, in Mr. King's 
Sunday School. But this, either from morose pride or 
oddity, Corrientes had long ago forbidden, and it seemed 
right in Rachel's eyes still to abide by his decision. The 
Scripture verses were repeated, the hymn learnt and said, 
the garret brought to a state of faultless neatness, and 
then the sisters dressed for Church. Rachel's attire was 
almost quakerlike in its simplicity, not that she possessed 
no love for pretty things, but, poor girl, she had long 
used herself to the practice of strictest economy in all 
that regarded her own appearance. Money had often 
been scarce with them of late, and she could not bring 
herself to think of selling or pawning any of the little 
Flemish or Spanish heirlooms her mother had left in her 
keeping — no, they must struggle on, "by hulch or by 
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stulch," as the Masterton folks say, till her father's return 
— and then ? but sufficient for the day — she would not 
look forward. 

The simple adornments she refused to herself were 
bestowed on Patty, and the child looked bright and sweet 
in her nicely got up white frock and jacket, and shady hat 
brought from Leghorn, years ago, and decked with the 
brown and crimson wing of some American bird, sent 
by Martin. They walked gently, for there was great heat 
and weight in the air, and it was a relief to enter the cool 
cloisters and thence to pass into the lofty-vaulted abbey 
church with its arches of warm red sandstone, and its 
floor echoing every foot-fall, and chequered with ruby 
or sapphire or silvery lights thrown by old stained windows 
high up. They sought their accustomed comer among 
the free seats, and there so enjoyed the hearty reverent 
service as to feel a regret when it was over and they 
emerged into sunlight and dust again. Near the bridge 
they were hailed by Miss Green, who was carefully 
guiding the faltering steps of white-haired Master Nangle 
from Goshen to his own house. She deposited him 
there, then joined Rachel, and said, without preamble, 
and very earnestly, 

'^ I owe to you and to this babe great thanks for that, 
yestermom, you saved me from a grievous stumble and 
scandal. I thought in the naughtiness of my heart that 
I did well to be angry, but Master Nangle has showed 
me that my anger was but a carnal outbreak, and dis- 
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honouring to our profession, wherefore I thank you, 
Rachel Corrientes, and would fain do so in deed as in 
word." She wrung Rachel's hand, kissed Patty, and went 
on her way. 

And now, Hughie Fairfax, escorted by his nurse, came 
flying across the suspension bridge to meet the girls, and 
together they proceeded to Wren's Nest. There an un- 
welcome sight met RachePs eyie, for Miss Blandy, in a 
pink wrapping gown, sat at her open window, fanning 
herself. Mr. Beaumont Twentyman lounged outside the 
window, languidly responding to her lively nonsense, 
while lighting a fresh cigar. At sight of the sisters, 
however, he turned his back on Miss Blandy, and 
sauntered up to Rachel, hiding some embarrassment 
under an air of ease and freedom. 

" Ah ! ah !" he lisped, " we are fresh from our church, 
I perceive; ah! what says the immortal Shakespeare? 
* Nymph, in thine orisons were all my sins remembered ?' ** 

The girl made no reply, but passed on with a beautiful 
expression of mingled pity and disgust on her counte- 
nance. He made a movement to plant himself between 
her and the house door, but at that moment Wren flung 
it open, beckoned Rachel and Patty in, and then shut it 
in the Beau's face. 

That Sunday, Mr. Twentyman left his room for the 
first time. Leaning somewhat heavily on the shoulder of 
Georgie, he walked, or rather hopped to the pleasant 
sitting-room on the same floor allotted for her use; 
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" Boudoir," the French, as everybody knows, of " pouting- 
place," she had once called it; but Frank Delves had 
laughed her out of that, and several other little affecta- 
tions. She deposited her father in an easy chair, arranged 
his leg-rest, put a little table with his Sunday books near 
him, shut the door, and settled herself on a low seat by 
his side. 

<* Now, dear papa, I am yours for the rest of the day. 
I am going to hob-a-nob with you in your tea and mutton 
chop, and we will have such a Sunday talk, will we not ?" 

'* But, my dear ! my dear !" expostulated Mr. Twenty- 
man, " what will the Captain say ?" 

** Oh !" said Georgie, *- 1 have turned him over to his 
brother Jack, as that eccentric genius has so unexpectedly 
turned up, and they have plenty of occupation cut out 
for them, as you shall hear. Do you know, papa, as we 
strolled home from three o'clock prayers, we purposely 
brought Jack by Wren's Nest ; we called there, and Jack 
was introduced to little Patience and her feathered friends. 
His artist-eye was charmed, and to cut my story short, 
we arranged with her sister and Mrs. Wren that a sketch 
shall be begun to-morrow. Jack says, if he has luck, it 
will expand into a beautiful picture. Foolish fellow ! I 
saw him slip two sovereigns into the child's hand, but 
Rachel softly signed to her to give them back, and she 
did so with a bright shy look of thanks." 

** The child will be spoilt amongst you all," observed 
Mr. Twentyman. 
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" No, papa, no," replied Georgia sagely, " Frank and I 
have talked it over, and he says he will preside at the 
sitting, and take care the poor little thing's head is not 
turned. Jack's spirits run away with him, you see, and 
make him the absurd rattle he sometimes is; but oh, 
papa, my Frank is so different, so sensible and thoughtful, 
and unselfish, the more you see him, papa, the more will 
you feel that you have placed your foolish little Georgie 
in wise, safe hands ; and next spring, when we shall have 
done with the army, and come for good to Fairview, you 
shall find you have gained a son, not lost a daughter." 

She grew tearful over this prospect, but they were 
happy tears. Her father stroked her hand as he answered 
slowly, 

" My love, the Captain is all you say, and more. You 
don't suppose I gave him my girl without the closest 
inquiry into his character, do you ? No, no, I tested the 
article closely, and it stood the test ; thinks I, a good 
son, a good brother, a man respected by his brother- 
ofiicers, will make a good husband. I can see, too, he 
isn't marrying you for your money, though he couldn't 
have married you without your money, having next to 
none of his own ; all honour to him, my dear, for having 
kept clear of debt as he has done, in an expensive 
regiment." 

How Georgie's eyes sparkled at this eulogium from her 
shrewd old father ; he added however, very gravely, 

'^ But, my lass, the Captain must think well before he 
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settles down in this quiet nook, and with a homely old 
man like me. Don't over-persuade him, child, to do 
that : many a wife has rued the day when she made an 
idle man of her husband, just to gratify her own wish." 

*' No fear of that, dear father ; Frank made up his mind 
in the matter with no help from me. He will delight 
in first showing me something of life, and of foreign 
countries, but his heart is set on being a country gentle- 
man ; and you can't think what long talks he has with 
dear wise John Fairfax, as to the best way of being 
useful ; he wishes, like John, to be poor law guardian, 
when we come to live here, and he aspires to be church- 
warden, and, you know, he might be on the bench some 
day, when he is old and venerable enough ; and besides, 
he will have to ride, and drive, and walk, and read with 
me, and do music, and lawn tennis. Oh ! no fear of his 
being dull or idle; but you are laughing at me, you 
naughty papa." 

Mr. Twentyman did enjoy a quiet chuckle over his 
little girl's eagerness, but in his heart he was not ill 
pleased with the prospect 

'^ Now read me a sermon, dear heart, as thy mother 
used to do on Sunday evenings." 

Next came the tea-tray, and with it an odd looking, 
soft, oblong parcel, its exterior a foreign bluish paper, 
soiled and tumbled. 

'' Who has sent this ?" asked Georgie of the servant, 
but he was out of hearing, so with much wonderment she 
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addressed herself to opening it. Fold after fold of soft 
un-£nglish paper peeled off, displaying at last to Georgie's 
sparkling eyes an exquisite veil of old Brussels lace. 
" How beautiful ! how kind of somebody ! who can have 
sent it?" cried Georgie. "The queen of the fairies, I 
think ; but stay, what is here ? a note, and oh, papa, 
from that horrid Beaumont — I'd rather be married in a 
sack than in any gifl of his, I would, indeed !'' 

'* Gently, gently, my child," said her father gravely, 
then more lightly he added, 

" * Pray, Goody, strive to moderate 
The rancour of your tongue,' 

and read me the contents of this note, if you please.*' 

Georgie read as follows ; throwing in here and there a 
remark. 

" I take shame to myself, fair cousin, for having long 
mislaid and forgotten the accompanying packet destined 
for you. When at Rouen last January it occurred to me 
to pay my respects to our very peculiar old aunt, Babette. 
Admire, I pray you, my self-devotion in braving snow 
and wolves — " 

" Wolves, papa ?" 

" Yes, my dear, I myself have seen on a dark winter 
night, in the forest between Rouen and your aunt's 
cottage at S. George, the eyes of a hungry wolf gleaming 
like two lamps among the brushwood. Our horse's terror 
was so great he could hardly move. Well, read on." 

E 
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"Braving snow and wolves to brighten up one dull 
hour of the joyless life of an aged imbecile whom most 
shun; she harcHjr knew me at first, but by degrees 
memory returned, and she became interested in the 
family history I poured into her ears. So well did I 
plead your cause, charming Georgina, in rehearsing the 
brilliant alliance you are about to form, that she, after 
consulting with her servant Victoire, (like herself, a mass 
of wrinkles and snuff,) drew from her hoards the wedding 
gift which accompanies this note. She specially enjoins 
you not to trouble yourself to acknowledge it, as next to 
visits letters are the greatest infliction to one so recluse 
and eccentric in her habits. She dismissed even me under 
an hour with a snarl, and an injunction never to invade 
her solitude again, which it will be no penance to obey." 

Georgie paused : " That is all, papa, except some non- 
sensical compliments. Well, this is kind of Great-aunt 
Babette ; but, papa, may I not thank her for her gift ? 
my heart aches for the poor lonely old lady, cut off fi-om 
home love and ties.'' 

" We will see about it," said Mr. Twentyman. " Time 
was when Aunt Babette was fond of me, and yet fonder 
of your mother, but money hardens the heart. She must 
be rolling in gold, and as she never trusts any to a bank^ 
I wonder she has not been robbed and murdered long 
ago. Fortunately her sources of wealth are only known 
to myself and one or two more." 

"To Cousin Beau, perhaps?" asked Geoigie, with 
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laughing eyes, and meaning voice. "Or was it pure 
humanity, papa, that took him to S. George ?" 

Her father laughed, but said nothing ; she meanwhile 
shook out the lovely veil, and laid it over the sofa. As 
she did so she perceived something like a ticket pinned 
to one comer, and on it some French words, iU written, 
and worse spelt. "The old aunt sends her blessing 
to Georgette, and would dearly love to see her; let 
Mam'selle take care of the scraps of paper herewith sent ; 
they are worth a good deal." 

" What can be meant by * scraps of paper !' " exclaimed 
puzzled Georgie: "how very odd, papa, where can 
they be ?" 

Where, indeed ? 

Meanwhile Rachel and Patty had retreated to their 
garret that Sunday afternoon to avoid the talk and the 
goings out and comings in of Miss Blandy and her 
" queer lot," as Wren called them. But the garret, being 
immediately under the slated roof, was rapidly becoming 
an oven, as Patty's flushed cheeks showed. Jack Delves's 
visit had excited her a good deal, the more so because 
in the course of it the fact had leaked out that she had 
been chosen, with five other little girls, to strew flowers 
on the bride's path to church. Miss Twentyman pro- 
vided the dress, and motherly Rachel had stitched at it 
each night after Patty was in bed and asleep, anxious to 
save her excitable charge the exhausting wear and tear 
of an expected pleasure. 
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"How dark the sky looks westward," said Rachel, 
" and how still everything is, not a bird or a leaf stirring ! 
A storm seems brewing up so fast that I think we had 
best not attempt Church again. You look tired, dear." 

" My forehead does throb," said Patty, and her voice 
for once was fretfUl, " but not to go to Church — oh, how 
disappointing ! It's Catechism Sunday, and I did so 
wish to hear what Jane and Rosa Watson would say 
when Mr. King questions them." 

There were, as the French say, tears in Patty's voice 
as she spoke, and Rachel answered : " I'm as sorry as you 
can be, my birdie; but to say the truth, my head is 
aching, too ; what with the heat of the weather and the 
heat of the workroom — " 

"And watching for Martin and my father," added 
Patty, drearily. " Do you know, sister, two or three nights 
ago, just as daylight was beginning, you rose up on your 
elbow, and said, * Lost ! lost at sea !' — ^and you looked, 
oh ! so like the engraving of Rizpah, the daughter of 
Aiah, in our Mechlin Bible. I thought to have wakened 
you, but you sank down and settled off to sleep again, — 
and so did I, I suppose, for I never thought of your 
dream again till now, — ^but, oh ! suppose it should come 
true !" and her voice quavered and broke off. 

" We will suppose no such thing," answered Rachel, 
cheerily ; " dreams go by contraries, the old women say ; 
and, seriously, darling, I do look for their return this 
week." 
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" I used to be dreadfully afraid of father latterly," half- 
sighed Patty. 

" So was I," said Rachel ; " but now we are older I 
hope we shall know better how to please him — we will 
do our very, very best; then think what a sunbeam 
Martin will be, and how he promised to work for us." 

" Ah, yes ! when he comes — but till then, how shall 
we get on, sister ? and without my two shillings a week, 
too ! You said the other day there were scarcely two 
sixpences left to tinkle one against another in our little 
green purse." 

" Well, dear, I may as well tell you a little secret : the 
old green purse is empty now, for the first time ; but 
don't cry, love ; we have five yards of old Mechlin lace, 
really valuable. I once showed it to Miss Spincks, and 
she admired it very much, and promised to dispose of it 
for us if ever we were badly off; well, she is ill, and must 
not be troubled ; but I am making up my mind to take 
it to the pawnbroker's to-morrow ; they will surely give a 
sovereign for it, and that will pay rent, and baker, and 
grocer comfortably." 

" The pawnbroker's," mused Patty : " what ? the door 
with three gold balls over it, and ragged people with sad 
eyes going in and out, — must you go there, sister ?" > 

" I suppose so," answered Rachel ; " there is no one 
but Mrs. Wren that we could trouble in the matter ; and 
she is so kind she would perhaps excuse us some rent, 
and that would never do." 
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" It would never do," echoed Patty, shaking her curly 
head, " for, sister, she is hoarding up all she can to sur- 
prise Mr. Wren with a new Sunday suit on his birthday, 
August the 23rd ; she has got two pounds, nine shillings, 
and eleven pence halfpenny tied up in an old stocking ; 
we counted it up last night when I gave her the florin for 
rent — the last I shall earn ;" and Patty gulped down a sob. 

" How stupid am I," thought Rachel, " there is some 
trouble at the bottom of my darling's mind, and I cannot 
get at it \ let me at least give her thoughts a fresh turn ;" 
and she said, " As my little surprise for Wednesday has 
been forestalled, there can be no harm, Sunday though 
it be, in giving you a glimpse of Miss Twentyman's most 
useful present. See, dear," and she opened a drawer 
and pointed to a costume of white piqu^ dotted with pink 
daisies lying there, with hat, gloves, boots and stockings, 
all complete. 

Patty's eyes opened wide, but, instead of sparkle, sad- 
ness came into them. " All this for me !" she cried, 
hiding her face on Rachel's breast, " and nothing (ox you 
but the old hat and grey linen frock ! Oh, sister, I can't 
bear it !" 

The trouble was out at last, and a shower of tears 
came with it, and the trouble was coaxed and laughed 
away, and the tears were kissed away, and turned to 
smiles, as Rachel merrily said she intended to look re- 
markably well in the old grey, by the help of certain small 
adornments which her quick fingers would easily effect ; 
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and what if some of the workgirls did call her the Queen 
of the Quakers, or even much ruder names, what did it 
signify ? " ' 111 words break no bones,' and most likely 
these girls had not such a dear mother as ours to teach 
them better." 

" Sister, what is that I hear on our staircase? A rat, 
think you ? or a mouse ?" cried Patty. 

'' A two-legged mouse, I suspect," said Rachel indig- 
nantly, " and not for the first time to-day," and flinging 
the door open they saw the skirts of a retreating female 
figure, scuffling round the comer with more haste than 
dignity. 

" It's Di or Livy Jones," whispered Patty, all of a 
tremble; "the/ve been in and out of Miss Bland/s 
room all day." 

" Well, never mind," said Rachel, " it's not for long ; 
and we will settie ourselves snugly under our own lilac 
bush, and sing some hymns to make up for the silence 
of Mr. Fairfax's lovely harmonium." 

So they did, and soon Hephzibah joined them, and 
Hughie Fairfax, followed by Jet, his father's grand old 
water-dog and his own devoted guardian. Very sweetly 
their mingled voices uprose through the heavy air, and 
tune followed tune, to the great enjoyment of all but Jet, 
who, like most dogs, thought music a decided bore, and 
relieved his feeling occasionally by a low melancholy 
howl in the minor. 

Within a few yards of this happy group four people 
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sat, far otherwise occupied : Miss Bland/s blind was 
drawn down to prevent, she said, English prejudice being 
shocked by the sight of a game of cards which she and 
the Beau were playing. The afternoon being dark they 
had turned on the gas, and very cross and spiritless did 
Beau look under its flare, though he refreshed him- 
self with frequent sips of the potent French stimulant, 
absinthe. Not a look or gesture of the pair was lost 
on Di, as she sat with a sheet of Paris fashions before her 
which that da/s post had brought. To her vexation, they 
talked in French: Beau's manner convincing cunning 
Di that he was heartily tired of his companion, yet afraid 
of her ; he grew irritable over the game, and, suddenly 
jumping up, threw down his cards and strode to the 
window where Olivia was. A few notes of a hymn 
floated round from the lilac arbour and Olivia was listen- 
ing intently to that voice : swieet, oh, how sweet, were 
its accents to the ear, as it softly sang : 

** Fear Him, ye saints, and you will then 
Have nothing else to fear." 

It was the one voice that had never returned railing for 
her railing ; that had kept silent under the provocation 
of many a rude nickname ; nay, had said of her, not an 
hour before, " she had no dear mother, as we had, to 
teach her better.'' Coarse, selfish, vulgar as Livy was, 
she had yet a heart ; and those words, stealthily over- 
heard, had strangely stirred it. Ashamed of the tears in 
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her bright eyes, she for once turned the cold shoulder on 
Beau, and shrank away, wondering at this new-bom feel- 
ing within her. 

Beau meanwhile leaned half out of the window listen- 
ing, till Miss Blandy, incensed at the neglect, could 
control her temper no longer. A violent quarrel ensued. 
Truly, old Mr. Twentyman's grey hairs would have stood 
on end had the purport of their passionate and threaten- 
ing words reached his ear ; whereas Beau had written of 
Miss Blandy, to the firm seven months ago, as a stranger 
to himself, it was clear that for three years at least they 
had been in league. She, by far the cleverer of the two, 
had got him into her power, enriched herself at his ex- 
pense, and when gaming had crippled his ample income 
for the moment, had introduced him to sharpers who re- 
lieved his pressing needs. He, in return, had winked at 
certain testimonials, very ingeniously forged, which had 
secured Miss Blandy (when the air of Paris began to dis- 
agree with her) a situation in London and afterwards at 
Masterton. In one thing had he foiled her, her utmost 
arts had never prevailed with him so far as to make her 
his wife. 

Perhaps Mr. Twentyman would have been more 
shocked than surprised had he heard Miss Bland/s bitter 
allusions to some windfall, some large sum of money, 
which, she was certain, Beau had come by lately, though 
he had never told her of it ! Nay, was he not off to 
Liverpool by the night's train in order to change away 
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some foreign bank notes which it was inconvenient to 
keep on his person, and still more awkward to keep any- 
where else? Ah, she was not to be kept thus in the 
dark, — ^if he persevered in this thankless course towards 
heTy and in forcing unwelcome attentions on yonder proud 
Spanish girl who shunned him, she would make him rue 
the day ! his cousin, the venerable, fine old man, should 
be cheated no longer, he should know all. 

For once she had gone too far. Beaumont stung to 
the quick, defied her threats, and broke away, exclaiming 
that he would have her know that the Spanish girl whom 
she had dared to name was more to him than all the 
belles of Masterton and Paris put together, — ^that very 
day he meant to tell her so. 

So sa3dng, and drinking off another glass of stimulant, 
Beaumont went out. 

Yes, Beau kept his word. He stole up to the lilac 
arbour, and there halted, looked, and listened. Patty and 
Hughie sat at Rachel's feet with the Dutch Bible on 
their united knees, open to a quaint picture of Moses 
calling water from the rock. There was the sandy waste 
stretching away on one side, with, here and there, vul- 
tures perching on some skeleton of man or camel ; on 
the other, bubbling waters had made themselves a 
channel, and men, and women with babes in their arms, 
were eagerly drinking or giving their children drink; 
reeds, and rushes, and odd, stiff rose bushes fringed the 
stream, and over it hovered an angel with a label issuing 
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from his lips, on which were inscribed the words, '^ the 
desert shall rejoice and blossom as the rose." This 
picture had a singular charm for Patty, and, therefore, 
for her close imitator, Hughie; and, for the twentieth 
time, they sat listening to Rachel's voice reverently ex- 
plaining it. You would have thought old Jet was listen- 
ing too, so heedfuUy were his great sensible eyes fixed on 
Rachel, as he sat at her side, his chin just resting on her 
knee and his big bushy tail languidly waving from time 
to time. 

The sun, hidden all day behind heavy cloud-masses, 
sent forth a lurid, copper-tinted gleam on turf and bush 
and the motionless pale green leaves of the lilac arbour. 
With this ray came the long shadow of a man, projected 
far along the grass. Jet growled : Rachel's heart leaped 
up with the thought, " Martin ! Father !" but sank low, 
as the handsome, foolish face of Beau Twentyman, 
turned full upon her, met her eager gaze. Seeing who it 
was, she rose and led the children towards the house. 
Beau was striving to detain her when the ungainly figure 
of Hephzibah, who stood scrutinizing him with no friendly 
gaze, caught his eye. Good Hephzibah ! learning that 
the Wrens had gone to tea and evening Chiurch with 
some distant fiiends, she had kindly given up her attend- 
ance at Goshen and the long-anticipated treat of a 
sermon (one of a series on the signs of the times) from 
Mr. Nangle, in order to guard her young friend, in a 
position of danger. Hers was an act of great and un- 
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noticed self-denial, though in the end it brought its 
reward more speedily than such acts are often permitted 
to do. Beau soon saw that she was not to be driven 
from her post, and changed his tactics. 

" Any commands for Liverpool ?" he inquired of Ra- 
chel : " business calls me thither by the 7.20 train. Say, 
fair lady, can I convey messages to the relatives you are, 
I understand, expecting ? By what line do you look for 
them, laden, I hope, with Califomian gold? By In- 
man ? by Cunard ?" 

"Oh, by neither, sir, thank you," replied Rachel, 
"they are on a sailing vessel, bound for I know not 
which port, most likely working their passage home, for 
they have not grown rich in the New World." 

So saying, Rachel entered the cottage, followed by 
Miss Green, who, however, tarried a moment to relieve 
her conscience by a withering philippic against such as 
consume the blessed Sabbath hours in travelling after 
gains, lawful or unlawful. 

This last random shot, for such it was, startled Beau, 
and he beat a retreat, sullenly humming a fragment of an 
old song respecting that ancient Puritan who 

" Hang'd his cat on Monday 
For catching a mouse on Sunday." 

Always weak of purpose, he was about to give up the 
desired interview with Rachel as an impossibility that 
evening, when it suddenly recurred to his memory that 
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he had heard it was her custom to visit her mother's 
grave at the close of each Sunday. She would probably 
do so this evening. He would meet her there ; the 9.45 
train to Liverpool would suit his convenience quite as 
well as the earlier one. 

This selfish scheme restored the unhappy man to his 
usual self-complacency. 

The time of the lighting of evening lamps was drawing 
nigh, and many a sweet home and loving household 
overflowed with innocent cheerfulness and holy peace. 
Georgie sat between her father and affianced husband, 
calmed and taken out of self by the Sunday services, 
which seemed to hallow both her retrospect of maiden 
days and her anticipations of wedded bliss. Miss 
Spincks, propped with pillows, sat up in bed for the first 
time since her attack, and listened to the evening Psalms 
read by Mrs. King. Even her troubled and fidgety 
nature seemed at rest; and when in faint, indistinct 
accents she asked her sister " who was taking care of 
Hughie Fairfax," and heard that he was with the Cor- 
rientes sisters, she observed, " then he will get into no 
mischief," and sank back satisfied. Hughie's father, 
where is he ? Standing among the surpHced choir of a 
crowded London church, to which he invariably attaches 
himself in his frequent business visits to the metropolis. 
A good many harassing transactions had awaited him 
this time, but he forgets them all while joining heart and 
voice, true heart and rich pathetic tenor voice, in that 
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exquisite parting hymn, "At even, when the sun was set*' 
Its words recall images, never far away, of friends at 
home : kind, motherly Mary Spincks ; the head of his 
firm, beloved as a father; his little fair-haired Hugh; 
motherless Patty with her beaming face, and another 
face, very like Patt/s, only tinged with the pale cast of 
thought which orphanhood had impressed. All these 
were in his mind — the two last with an anxious foreboding 
which events but too soon justified. One glance at 
Martin as he lies asleep, tired with a hard day's work, 
and rocked to rest on the blue summer sea in its gentlest 
mood. Yet never had he been in such peril, for spon- 
taneous combustion was even then smouldering within 
the cargo, and in a few hours the " Curlew" was to be 
one sheet of fire. 

Masterton Cemetery stretched across a valley rich with 
trees and flowering shrubs, and up a rocky eminence 
overhanging the river. Some broken ground at the foot 
of this eminence had been hollowed by time and weather 
into a series of cave-like recesses, draped with ivy ; near 
one of these, among many humble graves, was that of 
Rachel's mother, marked by a plain oak cross and 
planted with violets. It was a quiet comer, almost shut 
out from the rest of the enclosure with its long, long 
rows of tombstones, and of yews and cypresses at their 
head. Looking up, however, to the top of the bank, 
you might see the bell-gable of the mortuary chapel, and, 
here and there, a glimpse of some white marble cross, or 
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towering granite obelisk, gleaming through the dusky air. 
Rachel, breathing freely ever since she had heard the 
7.20 train rush panting across the valley, now stood by 
the beloved mound ; she stooped to remove a dandeHon 
from the turf, and to bestow a canful of water on the 
parched violets at the head, and then she sat down for a 
few moments to commune with herself, to think and to 
pray. Oh ! for patience to wait God's time for her absent 
ones' return, an event so joyful in itself, so doubly wel- 
come as freeing her at once from those intrusive atten- 
tions. Yes, there was a good time coming, only she 
must tarry God's leisure for it Rachel was turning to 
go home, when an approaching footstep starded her. 
She heard the rustling of branches pushed aside, and 
Beaumont Twentyman stood before her. 

''Be kind enough to let me pass, sir," she said, 
quietly. 

"Not so fast, young lady," he answered: "for six 
weeks you have shunned me, baffled me ; now that pro- 
pitious fate has granted me this meeting, you shall make 
me the amends of a kind word, or a smile at least, ere 
we part" 

" Oh, I believed you were gone to Liverpool," Rachel 
cried, much annoyed. 

" Ah, ah ! you did ? Well, it was a little stratagem to 
which your pride, my scornful beauty, drove me." 

" Mr. Twentyman," said Rachel, looking him full in 
the &ce and steadying her voice as best she could, " I 
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don't know what you mean by pride and scorn: if I 
know myself, I feel neither. What have I, a lonely pen- 
niless girl, to do with pride ? but you must be aware that 
this is neither the time nor the place for seeking me out." 

Seeing him waver, she pressed forward a few steps ; he 
followed almost humbly. 

" My dear young lady," he said, " if you would but 
unbend a little ; if, for instance, you would accept and 
wear this crystal watch, the newest French thing, quite a 
love, you see ! coveted by all beholders — if you would 
join a little party I am organizing for Liverpool, where, 
by the way, we might inquire for your relatives, — ^we 
might arrive at a better understanding." 

"We can come to no understanding, Mr. Twenty- 
man," Rachel answered with spirit ; " so now let me pass, 
if you please." 

"Ah, cruel one," said Beau, tapping a tombstone 
with his foot, but not moving an inch ; " how is it that 
this indifference hurries me into making a fool of myself? 
What will Paris say when I take back a wife with no 
dowry but her eyes^? Yet so it is." 

Then followed a proposal of marriage, worded, indeed, 
with all the self-conceit of a vulgar, insolent mind, and 
never doubting a glad acceptance, but for the moment 
quite sincere. Rachel was struck dumb with amazement 
and distress, only broken words came at last. 

" Oh, no, no, no, you don't really care for me, Mr. 
Twentyman. Oh ! you would repent of it all your life 
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if you married me : you would be ashamed of me — and 
I could not — oh 1 I could not marry you ; impossible, 
quite impossible !" 

Her accents carried conviction even to Beau's dull mind; 
one glance at his features, working with rage and mortifica- 
tion, told her this. It was a terrible moment for Rachel. 
While she marked the gathering twilight, the far-off light- 
nings playing on a purple horizon, even the ghost-like form 
of a tall Runic tombstone rising above thick bushes, she 
also marked with growing fear the harsh, disjointed utter- 
ances of Beau's anger. Her heart throbbed fast, for intui- 
tively she knew him to be cruel enough, unmanly enough, 
to be capable of striking a defenceless woman. Summoning 
all her courage, however, she quickly turned into a side path 
leading not to Wren's Nest, but to the much nearer ceme- 
tery lodge, where the gardener lived. Her failing feet, and 
the mist gathering before her eyes, made her feel it was 
high time some friend should appear, — and at that moment 
such a friend did appear, to Rachel's boundless comfort. 
The kind voice of Hephzibah fell on her delighted 
ear, and in a few moments Hephzibah's strong arm was 
encircling her waist with firm yet tender support. With 
a rush and bound Jet too was at her side, having cleared 
the cemetery wall at a spring. With low growls the 
faithful dog watched Beaumont's retreating figure. " Let 
him alone, Jet, let him alone," cried Hephzibah, " the 
cowardly one that could find in his heart to trouble the 
innocent orphan a-praying at her mother's grave." 

F 



CHAPTER IV. 

** The grief hath crazed my wits." 

Shakespeare's King Lear. 

JOHN Fairfax sat writing in his comfortable London 
lodging on Monday morning ; he had wound up the 
important matters which brought him to town, and thought 
with pleasure of finding himself at home that evening, 
before Hughie had settled to sleep. But that was not to 
be, as John discovered as soon as he had glanced at a 
letter brought him by his landlady. It was in the pretty 
running-hand of Georgie Twentyman, and the first sight 
of it suggested merely the idea of some article of " wed- 
ding bravery" being wanted at the last moment. But, as 
he read, his face grew grave : " Confidential. — Dear John, 
papa has been trying hard to write to you, but his poor 
crippled right hand refuses to hold the pen, so, very 
much against the grain, he has to accept my services for 
a very delicate commission." Then followed the history 
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of Beaumont's note, of Great-aunt Babette's lace .veil, and 
of the warning scrap found within its folds. " Papa does 
not say much, but I can see this matter worries him 
dreadfully ; Beau's keeping back the parcel till just before 
his departure — for he talks of leaving Masterton in a few 
days — coupled with the disappearance of those * scraps of 
paper' alluded to by old Victoire, (for clearly it is Auntie's 
faithful old housekeeper who has penned the caution :) 
all this, papa says, * looks awkward ;' so he could not rest 
without imparting his troubles to you, dear, wise John ! 
Papa evidently entertains horrid suspicions, which he 
can't bring himself to put into words, and he wants you 
to sift the matter. I hear, through Spincks's sister, that 
Beau has been giving himself absurd airs in the work- 
room during your short absence, and papa's fit of gout. 
I can't think what business he has there ; nor at Wren's 
Nest, where we observed him this morning, lounging at 
Bland/s open window. I am afraid, by the way, she 
encourages him ! you never liked her, you know. To 
return to Beau, Captain Tyrwhitt tells Frank such shock- 
ing things as we dare not let papa hear of at present — 
that he tries to push himself on the young officers, and 
inveigle them on to high play; but that he has such 
an uniform run of luck that his associates begin to be 
shy of him. Details must keep till we meet, so pray 



come." 



" The dog will come when he is called," says the old 
song ; " the cat will walk away !" On this occasion, John, 
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though of the canine type of fidelity and devoted attach- 
ment, enacted the cat's part. After a few turns up and 
down the room, a fresh study of Beau's note, and Vic- 
toire's scrap, which Georgie had enclosed, and a rapid 
glance at Bradshaw, John decided on visiting S. George 
at once. The hour of high tide being favourable, he 
started for Folkestone, (after telegraphing to Mr. Twenty- 
man,) by one o'clock was on Boulogne pier, and making 
his way through the deafening jabber of French tongues 
to the Amiens train. Thence he proceeds to Rouen, and 
reaches it by nine in the evening. The night was glorious, 
and John, who was in no mood for sleep, and had dined 
at Amiens, hired an open carriage and set out for S. 
George. How beautiful that drive was ! the dying day- 
light giving place to a cloudless full moon ; a light breeze 
shivering in the woods he drove through, the road wind- 
ing and mounting, mounting and winding, till it reached 
the crest of a hill, from which John saw, " with quiet, 
still delight," the river Seine shimmering far below. In 
the distance the lights of great, busy, commercial Rouen 
were seen reflected on the river, their yellow earth-bom 
flame contrasting strangely with the silvery sheen of the 
reflected moon. But Rouen is soon left behind, and the 
Seine also, and a monotonous stretch of forest succeeds, 
composed at first of fine oaks and elms, but dwindling 
into a mere plantation of sapling firs, destined in due 
time to be cut down for fuel. A lonely drive it was, 
scarcely a farm or cottage by the road-side to be seen ; 
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scarcely a sound, human or animal, to be heard from the 
quiet woods. Suddenly the silence is broken by a church 
clock, as deep and full in tone as that of Masterton Min- 
ster, tolling out the hour of eleven. The driver turns 
abruptly up a narrow lane to the left, and cracks his whip 
loudly in spite of John's remonstrance against disturbing 
the village slumbers. The lane widens into a green, with 
a row of cottages on either side ; facing you, above a 
majestic flight of steps, is the magnificent Abbey-Church 
of S. George, its vast mass surmounted by turrets and 
pinnacles of airy lightness, glistening white in the moon's 
rays. As it towers above the lowly cots clustered at its 
feet, S. George's Abbey looks indeed like a Triton among 
the minnows. 

John put up that night at a clean little public-house 
well known to the firm in their occasional visits to Madame 
Bourdon. If the supper was homely, it was clean and 
inviting ; and so was the bed in which, " after the fitful 
fever" of that day's journey, " he slept well" At five, the 
tinkling of a small cliurch-bell, together with a chorus of 
crowing cocks, cackling geese, and lowing cows waiting 
to be milked, aroused Mr. Fairfax. Two hours must 
elapse before Aunt Babette's door could be approached. 
So he rose leisurely, went out to bathe in a clear flowing 
stream near at hand, drank a cup of " caf^ noir," cream- 
less coffee sweetened with beetroot sugar, then strolled 
into the church. Mindful of the sacredness of the place, 
and of the feelings of a few peasant worshippers kneeling 
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here and there, he remained near the west door, in ad- 
miring contemplation of the building, whose grandeur 
neither whitewash, nor its square unsightly pews, nor gut- 
tering tallow candles, nor a coarsely-painted image of the 
Blessed Virgin, set on tressels in the centre aisle, could 
altogether mar. Two or three little models of ships, in- 
geniously made and rigged, hung by long cords from the 
roof; they were touching offerings made to God by 
mariners from S. George, who had been preserved from 
perils on the sea. Beneath one of these knelt an old wo- 
man telling her beads ; she rose in a few miuutes, and 
displayed a stiff upright figure of unusual height, a bony 
lace, tanned red-brown, and grizzled locks bound with a 
scarlet and yellow kerchief. John at once recognised 
Victoire, and greeted her on the church steps. She drew 
herself up and fixed her small sunken eyes suspiciously 
on his &ce. It bore the shrewd and cynical scrutiny 
well, brightening into an amused smile under it 

"You have forgotten me, Madame Victoire," said 
John. 

" Nenni, not so," she replied in the gruff voice, which, 
coupled with her height and bearing, had won her in S. 
George the nickname of "Grenadier." "Not so, you 
are of the house Tventyman, and have been here before ; 
but what brings you now ?" 

" I come on business connected with Mr. Twentyman,** 
replied John gravely ; " serious, painful business, I fear ; 
and I shall want your help in it, Madame Victoire." 
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" And you shall have it," she said, " for you look me 
straight in the face, like the honest man I am sure you 
are; not like that grimacing, double-tdngued fool that 
you sent this last spring to inquire after Madame's health ; 
but pardon ! I forget myself, Monsieur : come to our 
wicket at eight, and you shall find Madame reared and 
ready for you." 

And so it was. John found the faithful " grenadier" 
waiting at the gate at the appointed hour, in full holiday 
costume, red stockings, embroidered bodice, and white 
sleeves, and a large silver cross of Caen work hung round 
her bronzed throat ; instead of the cotton kerchief, there 
sat on her head a snowy starched linen cap, with wings 
stretching upwards about half a yard, as if some gigantic 
butterfly had settled down on her grey hair. Her face, 
though gaunt and ugly beyond the usual ugliness of aged 
French women, wore a smile that redeemed it in John's 
eyes, and its expression grew absolutely tender as she 
whispered : '' Monsieur has too good a heart, I persuade 
myself, to grieve the poor little Madame, if he can help 
it; he knows Madame's sorrowful condition, and how, 
ever since the so sudden death of her spouse, thirty-eight 
years ago in your great London, she has been sick here," 
(Victoire touched her own forehead as she spoke ;) ^ she 
figures to herself each day that Monsieur her husband is 
coming home with bags of gold, the reward of that won- 
derful invention of his for calico printing which he got 
patented in your England. Poor Monsieur! he had 
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toiled night and day, and spent all his money and hers 
upon it till they were poor as weasels — ^and his brain was 
addled, and her heart broken ! The joy of success fairly 
killed him, for he was stout, and very apoplectic, and he 
never spoke again after that fit ! and the little Madame, 
who doted on his very shadow, never saw him more, 
either alive or dead. It is as our Curate says, * Hope 
deferred makes the heart sick,* so Monsieur will be 
tender of her. But enough ! I see it in his brimming 
eyes." 

John followed Victoire through the old house door, 
framed in by quaint oak carvings of owls, monkeys, bears, 
and fish-tailed human beings. Stooping his head a little 
under the low doorway to the kitchen, he found himself 
in the presence of the afflicted lady, who sat at one side 
of a small wood fire. She was dressed in the French 
fashion of forty years before, with a lace cap shading her 
delicate rounded features, a rusty black silk gown hang- 
ing in graceful folds about her, at her side a silver-gilt 
chatelaine with a small book of prayers appended to 
it, as well as the usual thimble, tweezers, snuflf-box, &c. 
A cambric shirt-frill was in her hand, but it was falling 
from the small waxen fingers, and an air of deep abstrac- 
tion saddened her pale blue eyes as they gazed dreamily 
out of the lattice. 

"She is looking for Monsieur," explained Victoire, "it 
is happy you do not resemble him in figure. Ah, she 
sees you ; she recognises you ; Madame never forgets a 
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face, and on all subjects but one, you will find her of an 
admirable good sense." 

Aunt Babette looked up. A start, a sigh, then a smile, 
and the old lady crossed the room with extended hands, 
and rose on tip-toe to kiss John on either cheek. 

"What a pleasing surprise!" she exclaimed, "it re- 
vives my old heart to see one of the house Tventyman, 
who have ever been so good to me; it was but last 
Twelfth Day that another member of your firm came to 
see me, a very accomplished, very elegant, perfectly well- 
dressed personage, with none of your John Bull shyness. 
I questioned him much of the pretty Georgette and her 
aristocratic betrothed, and her worthy father, once my 

dear Bourdon's friend But I run on," said the 

garrulous old lady : " I should forget my duty of hostess, 
but for my good Victoire, who is now summoning us to 
our * breakfast with the fork,' " and she placed him at her 
side and pressed him to eat of a succession of light dishes : 
trout, fricandeau, fried potatoes, chicken, white haricot 
beans, rice cakes, &c., &c., which Victoire and some 
invisible helper had managed to toss up in two hours. 
John brought an excellent English appetite to bear on 
these delicacies, but after the fifteenth dish he struck 
work ; one glass of the thin wine of the country he drank 
to her health, but she nodded towards the empty chair 
and plate, set as usual opposite to her, and sighed, " Non, 
non, my friend ; drink rather to his return." Some April 
tears dropped, forgot as soon as shed, and presently she 
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was laughing and chatting and taking snuff, and telling 
John old Twentyman stories, especially her stock story 
of Georgie's mother, " pretty as an apple-blossom," being 
brought to visit her on the wedding-trip; "and why 
should not Georgie the younger come, too ?" she asked j 
" to be sure, the child had a short memory, and had for- 
got to acknowledge a marriage present the old great-aunt 
had sent her months ago, — but what of that? a short 
memory was no proof of a bad heart." 

At this moment, Victoire, who had sat knitting with 
her eyes fixed on the pair, rose abruptly : " The little 
Madame must rest," she said, " I know Monsieur's con- 
veyance is ordered for eleven o'clock : he had better 
therefore take leave of Madame at once," and the " grena- 
dier," having uttered this word of command, withdrew, 
beckoning John to follow. 

The meek little lady gave in at once : " Adieu, my 
good Monsieur Vairvax," she said, kissing his cheeks as 
before, " you have done me good ; ah, yes, you have ! 
come again, my friend, and not alone ! why should not 
you also bring a wife, good and fair, to visit old Aunt 
Babette? It is time, it is time your little son should 

have a mother's care; say, is there no one ?" and 

she patted his shoulder kindly. Strange to say, the 
question which, from his dearest friend in England, would 
have been resented as an impertinence, woke no such 
feeling here. 

The colour mounting to his forehead, John replied, 
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" Yes, there is such a one — good and fair, as you say — 
most good, most fair — my motherless boy loves her — and 
so do I. But " 

He broke off abruptly, and followed Victoire. Half 
an hour's business talk with the shrewd old woman made 
Beaumont's fraud painfully clear : and when Fairfax left 
S. George he carried with him two lists yellowed by time, 
containing the numbers of certain English bank notes, 
and certain French ones to the amount of ;^3oo, sent by 
Aunt Babette to Georgie Twentyman, by the hand of 
her cousin Beaumont. 

John crossed from Havre at five that evening. One 
noteworthy incident occurred on the passage. In mid- 
channel, at early dawn, they saw the hull of a barque, 
which had evidently been burnt to the water's edge, float- 
ing helplessly along; some loose pieces of wreck were 
picked up, and the name Curlew found on one of them. 
" Curlew P^ thought John, " that was surely the name 
Rachel told me of! but there may be, and probably are, 
many Curlews; I trust, in Heaven's mercy, this is not 
their vessel ! My poor, poor girl !" and a weight like 
lead sank on his honest heart. 

The sketch of Patty progressed. Jack Delves, for all 
his rattle and nonsense, proved himself to have the true 
feeling of a genuine painter, and skill enough to transfer 
the feeling to canvas. Georgie presided over the first 
sitting, reading at intervals pleasant bits from Kingsle/s 
" Water Babies ;" Patty's eagerness over the unlucky 
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sweep's descent into my lady's chamber, his flight across 
hill and moor, his plunge in the babbling brook, knew 
no bounds. To relieve her tearful anxiety over Sooty 
Tom's disappearance, a game of play with Miss Twenty- 
man's dog. Spitz, or with Mrs. Wren's kittens. Tabby and 
Smut, was encouraged ; now and then, Mr. Delves, who 
had been a world-wide traveller, described things he had 
seen in foreign parts, dwelling mostly on their comical 
side. So at one o'clock, when the company had gone, 
leaving the coast clear till three, Rachel found her sister, 
with sparkling eye and rapid finger retailing to bewildered 
little Mrs. Wren the cream of Jack's experiences. An 
odd jumble it was of Australian kangaroos taking twenty 
yards at a leap ; Mexican pigs fattened on pine-apples ; 
Tennessee mocking-birds whistling "Nelly Bly" correctly, 
after hearing it once through ; Brazilian ants eating up 
the wood-work of whole houses so that they crumbled 
and fell in ! Mrs. Wren expressed as much wonder and 
delight over these marvels as even Patty could desire ; 
and the wonder was how dinner preparations managed 
to progress through all this dumb show. To be sure the 
girls' dinner that day was a scanty one, a small hasty- 
pudding, enlivened by a spoonful or two of treacle, form- 
ing the staple of their mid-day meal. This simple dish 
was served up by the time Rachel had laid by hat and 
cape, and with clasped hands and closed eyes, Patty re- 
cited the usual " Grace before meat." Flushed and ex- 
cited, the child could not eat ; and Rachel, marking her 
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bright flickering colour, began to wish the portrait had 
never been undertaken, and to wonder how the sensitive 
little creature would bear two days more of this strain. 
She would devote that hour to soothing and bracing 
Patty, and she would, though unwillingly, defer her 
dreaded visit to the pawnbroker till evening. 

Her loving care was not wasted, and at bedtime Patty, 
though pale and tired, as the dark lines under her eyes 
showed, was her own peaceful glad little self. " I did as 
you bade me, sister," she whispered ; " I lay down on 
our bed when they were all gone, and read the Psalms 
to myself, and that pretty bit you are so fond of, about 
His giving our fathers quails, and filling them with the 
bread of heaven, — and, sister. He gives us bread too ; 
for look, look what Miss Twentyman put into my hand 
just now — two sovereigns ! and she said we need not 
feel a scruple (that was the word, I think) about taking 
them, for they were fairly earned, and Mr. Jack expected 
to make twenty times two sovereigns by the picture, if he 
finished it to his mind ; so I took them and thanked her 
as well as I knew how ; and oh, Rachel, I nearly jumped 
for joy to think you needn't go to the pawnbroker's.'* 

" Thank God for that," said Rachel, fervently ; " and 
thank you too, my own little sister, for lifting a load off 
my heart ; now, sweetheart, go and show your treasure 
to Mrs. Wren, and then we'll go to bed." 



" To bed ! to bed ! says sleepy head, 



)» 
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sang Patty, as she hastened to exhibit her nuggets to the 
good-natured Wrens. An hour later both sisters were 
wrapped in sleep so pure and deep that the buzz of voices 
in Miss Bland/s premises, and some slamming of doors^ 
failed to disturb them. 

Much had happened that day to disconcert the vain 
and irritable Beau while smarting under Rachel's rejec- 
tion. He had been sent for by the head of the firm to 
receive a sharp rebuke for his intrusion into the work- 
rooms, and a prohibition to enter them again. His 
hanging about Wren's Nest had also been reported to 
Mr. Twentyman, and was forbidden for the future. Beau 
received these reproofs with words of most unseemly de- 
fiance. He was not going, he said, to be dictated to by 
a plebeian, one who had begun life by sweeping the floor 
of a shop, — and more he would have added, but the 
mild dignity of the old man shamed him for the moment. 

" Cousin," said Mr. Twentyman, " your statement is so 
far accurate, that if I didn't sweep up the shop, my good 
father did before me ; yet I am proud to be his son, for 
he was an honest man that feared his God and knew no 
other fear. I could wish you no better wish, cousin, than 
that you should live such a life and die such a death as 
my father did, God bless him." 

He held out his hand to Beaumont, as he spoke, in 
token of forgiveness. 

" Take that hand," whispered the voice of Beau's better 
angel ; " make a clean breast at once to the true-hearted 
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old man ; he will not be hard upon you ; anyhow, run 
the risk ; what is right, comes right." 

But another voice prevailed, the voice of false shame, 
of inveterate selfishness, of rancour against one who had 
made his own meanness apparent even to himself, by the 
contrast of her gentle candour and truth. So he ignored 
the offered hand, and coolly sauntered to the door, say- 
ing, " I wish you good morning, my cousin : or rather I 
beg to tender my adieux, before quitting your inhospitable 
England for polished France, the cradle of fashion." 

"The cradle of fiddlesticks," cried Mr. Twentyman, 
quite driven beyond his patience ; " don't talk rubbish to 
me, sir ; a little common honesty, and a little common 
sense would stand you in better stead just now than all 
the cradles and fashions in Paris. Go home, sir, and 
think over what I have said, and mind your ways, or 
you may see cause to repent" 

Rather alarmed by these words and the tone in which 
they were uttered. Beau hastened his departure. " As a 
bird hasteth to the snare," he betook himself to Miss 
Blandy, with whom he had patched up a peace the even- 
ing before, after his flight from the cemetery. Clearly 
his best policy now was to leave England at once, but it 
did not suit Miss Blandy's schemes either of ambition 
or revenge against Rachel, that he should escape. While 
appearing to chime in with his views, she artfully con- 
trived to mould him to her own. She laughed away his 
fears of detection in the matter of Aunt Babette's money. 
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by representing the unlikelihood of two simple old women 
suspecting, far less tracking up, the fraud. She per- 
suaded him that good-natured Georgie might easily be 
worked upon to obtain her father's pardon for his minor 
offences, and finally, she laid before him a scheme for 
humbling Rachel to the dust, which with some help from 
Di Crawford, could not fail to succeed. He was at first 
startled, he demurred, — begged for time, but presently 
yielded. It was the old story of the weak sinner quailing 
before the bolder one. 

A second consultation ensued that evening, cut short 
at ten o'clock by the appearance of Wren, who in a very 
summary manner dismissed Beau by the front door and 
locked it. Miss Blandy, albeit a clever woman and what 
is called a freethinker, had an odd dislike to being left 
alone in the dark, and an absolute terror of thunder and 
lightning, so she was glad this stormy night to secure the 
company of Olivia Jones, dull and low-spirited creature 
though she had lately become. So the little household, 
the innocent and guilty alike, had slumbered and slept 
for some hours, when a vivid glare lit up every comer 
and nook, and a roll of thunder, like the "crack of 
doom," roused every inmate. Flash followed flash, and 
peal took up peal, with scarcely a pause ; and not a drop 
of rain fell to temper the brightness of those flaming 
messengers, which in violet zig-zags or dazzling fire-balls, 
seemed to fall from heaven. Every other sound was 
hushed, and a great oppression in the air made breathing 
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a hard thing for the time. Patty sat up and hid her face 
on RachePs breast, and Rachel clasped her close and 
said, a little tremulously, it must be owned, " It is the 
glorious God that maketh the thunder." 

" Yes, yes," sighed Patty, without lifting her head, — 
then both girls sprang up, hearing a rattling, crashing 
noise of some falling building no great way off. 

" It must be the church tower," said Rachel, with 
awestruck voice. 

After that, the storm seemed to hold its breath, then 
with a hissing noise the long pent up rain came down in 
sheets, rattling on the roofs, pattering on the leafy trees, 
ploughing up into channels the hard dry lane. At first, 
a hot steam rose from the earth under this weight of 
water, but by-and-by the air cooled ; the claps sank into 
mutterings, and sheety, white lightnings, like doors open- 
ing and closing in heaven, followed the forked ones. 
Things seemed quieting down, and sleep becoming pos- 
sible, when a new element of disturbance arose. The 
girls heard confused sounds and something like a scream 
from Miss Bland/s room, and presently 'Livia Jones 
burst into their garret without knocking. 

"What is the matter?" asked Rachel displeased. 
" Pray be quiet, and do not rouse my little sister." 

" I beg pardon, I do, miss," answered 'Livia, civilly 
enough, " but Blandy's took ill, awful bad she is, and no 
mistake, and I'm not used to sick folk and know no more 
than a babby what to do; so I come to you for help." 

G 
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But Rachel held back, from deep repugnance to Miss 
Blandy, and some distrust as to the reality of her illness, 
which might be merely a nervous attack, brought on by 
the storm. 

This idea however 'Livia quickly dispelled. "Nay, 
nay ! it's no fancical aitch the creatur's groaning and 
writhing under ; the last bout she had, I heard Dr. Hall 
say, angry-like, 'Why wur not I sent for hours ago? 
there's mischief at the heart, and it's like enough one of 
these spasms '11 carry her off.' " 

Rachel, very much shocked, prepared at once to ac- 
company 'Livia down stairs. " Patty, love, can you spare 
me ?" she said, while getting together some poppyheads 
and other remedies she had used in her mother's illness. 

" Oh, yes, sister," Patty replied, in a try-to-be-brave 
voice ; " it doesn't quite thunder as loud as it did — ^and 
I can say my hymns over, you know, — and — ^and, if I 
only had Tabby and Smut for company." 

" That you shsjl," said Rachel, much relieved, and in 
two minutes the green-eyed favourites were deposited in 
Patty's arms, a candle lighted, and the curt^n drawn 
across their little window. 

A moment's delay was caused by Rachel searching in 
vain for an old black cape of the finest cloth, a relic of 
Mechlin days, used for her daily walks to the workroom, 
or as now, for night-watches at a sick bed. It was 
nowhere to be seen, and had to be replaced by another 
wrap. This may seem a trifle, yet thereby hangs a tale ! 
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Dr. Hall could not be had at once, and when he came 
the brunt of the attack was over. Rachel had discovered, 
in some obscure comer of the untidy room, a bottle of 
the medicine prescribed by him previously. She had 
forced a dose of it between the blue lips and set teeth ; 
then patiently fomented for an hour, till the agonising 
pain was soothed, and Miss Blandy fell into an uneasy 
slumber. Then Rachel covered her up, placed a hot 
brick at her feet, and sat down to watch. Pale and 
weary herself, and longing to give way to the sleep that 
was creeping over her, she yet felt conscious of an intense 
happiness in being thus allowed to minister to an enemy, 
a sweet, calm sense of nearness to Him Who had given 
her this CHRiST-like work to do. And yet another drop 
of comfort was poured into her cup. She had just set 
open the window in order to dispel a smell of stimulant 
which lingered about the chamber. She had noted the 
first shimmer of daylight, the first chirp of a robin in the 
hedge : she had peeped at Patty, reposing with Tabby 
and Smut in their basket at her side ; she had noiselessly 
resumed her watch in the twilight, when a low voice of 
weeping met her ear. Her hands were taken and 
passionately kissed by some one crouching on the floor, 
and 'Livia Jones, for it was she, stammered out in broken 
accents, " I can't a-bear it, Rachel Corrientes, I can't — 
to see you done up and spent with tending yon thankless 
thing that would be the undoing of you, if she could ! 
But I wunna speak of her — it's my own wickedness and 
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my own foolishness in railing agin you and agin Him you 
serve, that lies heavy on my heart now \ the thought of it 
has been gnawing here/' and she smote upon her breast 
as she spoke, " for many a week, even when I was madly 
jeering and fleering at you with the other unthinking 
wenches ; but to-night, when the thunner rolled, and the 
light-bolts shot to and fro, and her lay shaking for dread 
and fear, — oh, Rachel, the like of yo' can never know 
what my misery was. I tried to call on God, but I 
couldna, never a prayer would rise to my lips. Oh, 
Rachel, Rachel, what will become of me ? what shall I 
do ?" and the poor creature sobbed bitterly. 

Rachel put one arm round her, and with the other 
hand stroked hers gently. Fearful, in her humility, of 
either quenching the smoking flax, or — no less dangerous 
extreme — of healing the hurt of this erring daughter 
slightly, she spoke no word of her own, but whispered 
such passages of Holy Writ as told of sin, its exceeding 
sinfulness ; of heavenly mercy — its boundless depth and 
breadth, and height ; of repentance, and of Him Who 
gives it to the yearning heart. 

Then Rachel paused, and silence ensued, only broken 
by deep-drawn sighs from the listener. Softly Rachel 
knelt down, and repeated the General Confession, and 
'Livia knelt by her, silently, only at its close she seemed 
to gather up all her shame and grief, and mingled dread 
and hope into one humble Amen. The stars had now 
paled, and the first flush of dawn had brightened into a 
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clear sunrise, scarcely a ray straggled into the dingy 
room, while outside all was dewy glitter and gladness. 
Something in the scene brought to Rachel's memory a 
few lines from a Spanish poet which she had learnt at 
Madrid long ago. 

" Heaven holds not so many stars, 
Nor the sunbeam so many motes, 
Nor the sea so many waves, 
Nor the fire so many sparks, 
As He hath mercies and forgivenesses." 



CHAPTER V. 

** Why I should fear, I know not, since gniltiaess I know not" — 

Shakespeare. 

VTES, on Tuesday morning the fact stood revealed : the 
tower of Masterton Chiu-ch had been struck. Two 
of the pinnacles which crowned its noble octagon had 
come crashing down, leaving broad rents and gaps in the 
masonry ; light and airy as they had looked when stand- 
ing out against the summer sky, their weight had shat- 
tered to pieces several old tombstones. The wild freakish 
lightning had laid its fiery finger on the church clock, 
changing its clear tones to a whirring, whizzing sound 
Fears were entertained lest " the sweet bells jangled, out 
of tune, and harsh," should grate on the ear on Georgie's 
wedding day ; but the Rector lost not a moment in seek- 
ing to remedy this and the other ill effects of the storm, 
and many hands were soon busy on the sacred building. 
They worked with a will in spite of sharp thundershowers, 



WHAT IS RIGHT, COMES RIGHT 87 

and scuds, and squalls ; and things were beginning to 
look "ship-shape" by eleven on Wednesday morning, 
when John Fairfax made his re-appearance at Masterton. 
Owing to the curious working of a flash of lightning on 
the electric wires, his waggonet, for which he had tele- 
graphed, did not meet him ; he therefore hastened on 
foot to the scene of the accident, of which a chance 
newspaper had informed him. 

Quite a posse had collected there, an outside circle of 
mere gazers, helping one another to do nothing; an inner 
ring gathered round the Rector, his other churchwarden, 
and some skilled mechanics, who were all laying their 
heads together as to the best way of repairing the mis- 
chief. John was hailed gladly, and soon fell into the 
discussion, which continued till twelve struck, or tried to 
strike, on the injured clock. A dispersion followed, and 
John hastened home to see his boy and refit his dusty 
travelling dress before proceeding to Fairview. On his 
way, his quick eye noticed, reclining in a cab that was 
proceeding towards Wren's Nest, the figure of Miss 
Blandy. The fact, unknown to him, was that her severe 
attack of Monday night had left her shaken and weak. 
On Tuesday she had been forbidden by Dr. Hall to 
leave her bed, and was not a little disquieted by hearing 
from Di that a new forewoman, a younger sister of the 
former one, had at noon been shown over the work- 
rooms. This person, a very worthy and suitable choice, 
was to begin her reign on the next Monday, — thus were 
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all Blandy's hopes of promotion and of gains, lawful and 
unlawful, nipped in the bud. Fearing, for reasons of her 
own, a closer inspection of the workroom drawers and 
cupboards by the new comer, she had resolved to return 
thither the next morning, and with iron will had carried 
the resolve out, though at the risk of a relapse. 

On reaching the narrow lane which divided Wren's 
Nest from his domain, John's attention was again arrested 
by a sight he could not explain. There, in her shady 
hat and the black cape so familiar to his eye, stood 
Rachel. Not alone ; 'Livia Jones was speaking eagerly 
to her, looking in her face, and laying her hand un- 
checked on the girl's arm. There seemed an under- 
standing, an amount of confidence between them, which 
surprised and perplexed John. 

It might well seem extraordinary that she should 
be in company with one so rough and bold as 'Livy ! 
reared in a low ale-house, by a mother of ill-repute, by a 
father notoriously his own best customer, — one whose 
voice and laugh might be heard a hundred yards off 
bandying jests with the wildest lads and lasses of the 
place ! There was Olivia taking her hand — and she lets 
her keep it — strange ! 

But suspicion and evil surmisings were alien to John's 
frank kind nature. " What business have I to play the 
spy, thus ?" he thought ; " what if I did warn Rachel 
against the girl ? to warn is one thing, to dictate another. 
I have no right to dictate, so must not feel aggrieved if 
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she follows her own judgment ; besides, who could see 
her daily as I do, though but from afar, and doubt her 
absolute rectitude ?" 

Never had the rectitude which John relied upon been 
more sharply tried, for 'Livia, full of new-formed resolves, 
had come to gentle Rachel with a case of conscience. 
Bold and reckless though Olivia had been, no overt act 
of hers could be fastened upon as a pretext for shutting 
her out from her share in the wedding festivities of the 
morrow. There were other girls in the workroom quite 
as objectionable, and they, like herself, had received 
tickets for the fSte. To one dwelling in a back slum of 
a crowded town, the prospect of a day in the fresh air 
was as waters to a thirsty soul ; to a mind smarting under 
a sense of sin, and dread of falling back into it, the 
thought of exchanging the din of a disorderly public- 
house for breezy bird-singing groves and blue sky, was 
like opening Paradise ; and to share all this with Rachel 
at a humble distance, was bliss, only too great bliss for 
" the like of her." " Ought she to go, or ought she to 
give it up and mope at home ?" Such was the query she 
had brought to her young guide. 

Rachel had pondered and re-pondered the matter, as 
far as could be done in a few minutes. Her answer (I 
do not pretend to say that it was the wisest) was that 
'Livia had best go. If Rachel's judgment erred, it erred 
on the side of mercy, from a dread of seeming to say, 
" stand by, I am holier than thou," from an instinct that 
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the beautiful works of God might help to raise and to 
purify that soiled, sin-laden soul. She coupled with the 
permission a strong caution against certain flaunting 
flowers and sham trinkets on which poor 'Livy had 
wasted many a week's earnings. Very meekly did this 
repentant prodigal daughter receive the gentle admoni- 
tion; very gratefully did she, as we have seen, clasp 
Rachel's hand, saying, or rather sobbing out, " I'll do you 
no discredit, miss, I'll not, indeed ! Them yellow sun- 
flowers shall go behind the fire, they shall ! an' that 
gold zone I wur ninny enough to give Di nine-an'-six 
for, she shall have it back for nothing — an', Lord 
helping me, I'll be an altered girl from this time, an^ 
I'll bless you with my latest breath, miss !" Seven and 
twenty hours later Rachel had cause to remember these 
words. 

Meanwhile Hughie, from his nursery window, had 
espied his father, and flying down stairs and over the 
greensward, rushed at him like a small battering-ram, 
and was in a few instants perched on his shoulder. The 
boy's glad shout made both girls look up, and 'Livia, 
dreading that eye so often bent on her in stem disap> 
proval, took to flight. To Rachel, the sight of her 
watchful protector brought a gleam of comfort, a sense 
of safety from insolence and wrong, and as she curtseyed 
her welcome and passed on, a happy glow was on her 
face. 

" She has as yet heard no ill tidings of the ' Curlew,' '* 
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John said to himself, ^' that is clear ; and as long as there 
exists the ghost of a hope that our wreck might be that of 
another * Curlew/ or that the crew have been picked up, 
it would be cruel to cloud that sweet, calm brow with 
miserable misgivings. The inquiries I set on foot at 
Southampton must clear up the doubt in a few days ; 
meanwhile I will desire that sharp little Wren to keep 
the newspapers out of her way." 

No wonder this painful train of thought threw a con- 
straint over John's manner, and a grave, anxious expres- 
sion into his features, as he returned Rachel's greeting. 
She, little guessing the woeful truth, wondered and felt 
chilled and disappointed, till suddenly the thought flashed 
upon her. 

'^ I have it now ! Mr. Fairfax not long since warned 
me against the companionship of poor 'Livia Jones, and 
such as she. It was an effort to him to speak, for he is 
reserved, and I promised him to be on my guard. He 
goes away for some days, comes back sooner than was 
expected^ (for I heard Miss Blandy rejoicing in his 
absence till Thursday morning,) and finds me in close 
confab with the very person he disapproves of! Can 
anything be more unlucky, more vexatious ?'' and a heavy 
sigh escaped the lonely girl. 

But second thoughts are sometimes best, and it re- 
curred to Rachel's mind with comfort that for no selfish 
end had she consorted with 'Livia, that she had simply 
tried to follow the leadings of that good providence 
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which had drawn the ignorant and forlorn creature to 
her by cords of love. 

" I would not have it otherwise," was the conclusion 
Rachel came to, " and he, wise, generous Mr. Fairfax, is 
not the man to condemn me unheard ; I will wait and 
hope, and ' bear all things,' believing that what is right, 
comes right." 

Patty now met her sister with two messages, one from 
Miss Twentyman, enjoining her not to look at the sketch 
till Mr. Delves had put some finishing touches, which he 
hoped to do in the afternoon. The second message was 
from Miss Spincks to the effect that she felt well enough 
to see Rachel, if she could call on her about five. The 
workroom was to close before that hour, in preparation 
for the morrow's gala. 

After a hasty repast Miss Blandy had re-entered her 
cab and returned to her post. Rachel, anxious to finish a 
piece of delicate work she was engaged in, also departed, 
after bestowing a hurried kiss and injunction to keep 
quiet on Patty. We can bear great evils very patiently 
when we have a prospect of their speedy removal 
Rachel being a really clever and tasteful worker, and 
fond of her art, looked forward, with her father's per- 
mission, to perfecting herself in it, under the able direc- 
tion of Miss Judith Spincks, and rejoiced to think that 
on Monday, the air of the workroom, now loaded with 
'' backbitings, whisperings, swellings, tumults," and, it 
may be added, dishonesties, would begin a return to its 
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former better state. What a peaceful life might not hers 
be, busy here in the daytime, while Patty was at a good 
school, their evenings and Sundays spent together, with 
Martin to read to them the books in which he delighted ; 
perhaps, — O pleasant dream, — he and Mr. Fairfax might 
cement a real friendship. 

But here the dream was broken off, for in running up 
the dingy stairs to the workroom, Rachel's foot struck 
against some small object, and the clink as of money 
was heard. It was a little foreign-looking pocket-book, 
and Rachel, convinced that it must belong to Miss 
Blandy or to the Beau, was tempted to let it lie there 
untouched. But in a moment the dread lest it should 
prove a stumbling-block to the honesty of her poor 'Livy 
or some other girl, altered her mind, and she picked it 
up, and knocked at the door of the little office, where 
she found Miss Blandy, and to her consigned it, then she 
proceeded to the cloak-room, and there hung up her hat 
and cape. It was that same cape, by-the-bye, which she 
could not lay her hand upon the night of the storm, but 
which Patty had found in its usual place a few hours 
later. 

Then she settled to her work, which happily was not 
moveable, not in her usual place, for Di and her set had 
for some days ousted her from that. She sat cheerfully 
stitching at the farther end of the room, near one of two 
windows looking on the main street A little stream of 
fresh air filtered in through a pane of glass, broken it 
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would seem, in the dinner hour by some mischievous 
outsider. Presently girls flocked in, and Rachel's shadow, 
'Livia, and her grim guardian, Miss Green, placed them- 
selves near her. The latter having in her a spice of the 
Pharisee, looked askance at the former, but gradually 
relented as she marked 'Livia's downcast eye. A keen 
observer might have noticed that Miss Blandy was ner- 
vous and shaky, though, thanks to a little help from the 
rouge-pot, the bloom on her cheeks did not vary. When 
condoled with on looking ill, she languidly laid the blame 
on the thundery weather, adding, however, that she must 
candidly own her feelings had been wounded cruelly by 
the appointment of a person to supersede her. She had 
expected some gratitude from the house Twentyman for 
her services during the last six months, in introducing a 
truly Parisian style, in fact she might say the very cream 
of the cream of French elegance into that establishment ! 
her stay in Masterton, she hinted, must be short, for how 
could the favourite pupil of the world-famed Madame 
Aglae be expected to play second fiddle to an English 
modiste ? 

This plaint was cut short by a man's step on the stairs. 
It was Beaumont, who in defiance of his cousin's order, 
and in ignorance of John Fairfax's return, was for the 
second time this day presenting himself in that room. 
The loss of his pocket-book was a respectable pretext for 
this intrusion. Miss Blandy took him to the office and 
there restored it The two re-entered the room, Beau 
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engaged in counting over the money in the pocket-book, 
a few shillings only. How cunningly he acted his part, 
affecting to search each pocket, then his own pockets, 
then scrutinising the floor, at last exclaiming ; '' Pardon, 
fair ladies, pardon ! if I find myself compelled to strike a 
harsh chord, to reveal an unpalatable fact ; the husk truly 
is here, but the kernel is gone ! in plain English, I am 
robbed of a ten-pound note, nor will I rest till I know 
who has taken it ^P 

There was a dead silence in the room, "Softly, my 
friend," said Miss Blandy ; " let us hope for the best ; the 
young ladies will not object to show us the contents of 
their pockets and work-baskets ; come forward, Mr. Beau- 
mont, and satisfy yourself of our innocence." 

This slight examination and the questions asked of each 
workwoman as it proceeded, occupied some time, but 
elicited nothing. The floor and each cranny and nook 
were explored, but in vain. The next step was the despatch 
by Beau of a note to the police office ; this was promptly 
followed by the arrival of a gentleman in plain clothes, of 
mild and pleasing exterior, unknown to many there, 
recognised by a few as Mr. Oliver of the detective force, 
shrunk from in genuine terror as " old Noll" by such as 
our poor 'Livia, who had more than once seen him in the 
small hours of the morning, scanning the evil inmates of 
her father's public-house. 

Mr. Oliver listened without impatience to Beaumont's 
ambling account of his loss, and of the steps taken to 
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recover the bank-note. His quiet grey eyes meanwhile 
travelled round the room, seeming to glance carelessly at 
each individual. He then requested leave to adjourn to 
the office for some private conversation. This being 
agreed to, he with Beau and the forewoman dis- 
appeared. 

The door of the workroom was now locked from out- 
side, that click caused many an innocent heart to beat 
thick and fast, our Rachel's among the number ; nor had 
her agitation subsided when ten minutes later, the key 
was turned back, and Miss Bland3r's voice heard to say : 
"Miss Corrientes is wanted in the office." Pale and 
calm, Rachel rose to obey the summons ; as she passed 
slowly along, her hand was snatched and eagerly squeezed 
by poor warm-hearted 'Livia, and that simple act some- 
how carried comfort and strength to Rachel's disquieted 
breast. 

The first person whom Rachel encountered on her 
entrance into the office was Di Crawford. Mr. Oliver 
had ordejDed her back to the workroom in a very peremp- 
tory manner, and it needed all the unhappy girl's cunning, 
and command over herself, to hide the discomfiture and 
alarm this proceeding caused her. Truly the way of 
transgressors is hard, and beset with traps and pitfalls ! 

A French Baron in the days of Napoleon III. excited 
much mocking laughter by asserting at a public dinner 
that he was acquainted with the bottom of that Emperor's 
heart. It may be equally presumptuous to suppose we 
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have fathomed the thoughts of a detective officer ; never- 
theless we may be allowed to state that Mr. Oliver, easy 
and good-humoured as he looked, and probably was, 
took the measure of Beau and Blandy in half a minute. 
In the £sice, gestures, and incoherent talk of the former, 
he saw malice indeed, but largely diluted with weakness 
and not altogether steeled against compunction and 
shame at having surrendered himself to Bland/s guidance. 

"He is simply the cat's-paw," thought Mr. Oliver; 
" that is plain : and wince and writhe as he may, he is in 
the grasp of a prompter who will secure all the chesnuts, 
and care little how severely he gets scorched. I don't 
see their drift yet, but more than suspect some under- 
standing between them as to the missing bank-note; 
there ! he was going to say something, but a glance of her 
eye has silenced him." 

Rachel now came in. Mr. Oliver rose and bowed to 
her, and while the others sat still he dragged a stool out 
of a comer of the office, and begged her to be seated. 
He then at once proceeded to business, pointing to the 
pocket-book and asking Rachel for all particulars as to 
the how, where, and when of her finding it. These she 
gave fully and simply, quite reassured by his straight- 
forward manner, and led to hope that there the matter 
was to end, at least her share in it. Mr. Oliver seemed 
of the same mind, for he was dismissing her, when Miss 
Blandy said to him sarcastically, " We seem to be pretty 
much where we were in this unfortunate business, which, 

H 
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until it is cleared up, must be a scandal and a blot on 
our whole community. I am sure that to Miss Corrientes 
in particular this state of things must be excessively dis- 
tressing, as she admits having picked up the pocket-book, 
and replaced some silver that had dropped out of it In 
so doing she must have seen the note." 

" She might have seen it," interposed Mr. Oliver, " if 
it was there ; for we must not forget the possibility of Mr. 
Twentyman's having transferred it, unintentionally, — 
unconsciously, perhaps, to some other pocket or purse ; 
even clear-headed people are liable to mistake in such 
small matters." 

But Beau, appealed to by Miss Blandy, declared with 
some unnecessary bluster that he could not have been mis- 
taken as to this individual note, the number of which the 
detective had already inquired and made a memorandum 
of. It had been in his possession at noon, and — ^and — 
he did not wish to inculpate any one — ^but certainly on 
the person who picked up the pocket-book must lie, un- 
less disproved, the suspicion of having tampered with its 
contents; he was sorry to be forced to so ungallant a 
conclusion. 

'' Softly, softly. Monsieur Beaumont," said his associate, 
"you are too outspoken. Observe how she trembles, 
how she changes colour at your words, how she avoids 
your eye. Do not be hard on a first deviation." 

Then turning to Mr. Oliver, she added : " This young 
person and I lodge under the same roof, so it is natural 
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I should take a warm interest in her, and have an intimate 
knowledge of her afifau^. She has recently been in straits, 
in great straits ; in fact, to use her own phrase (I repeat 
it in confidence,) she had not on Monday two sixpences 
to tinkle together, and intended to take some valuable 
lace (how come by I know not) to a pawnbroker. Con- 
ceive the temptation of a ten-pound note to one so 
circumstanced ! Ah, she overhears me, and blushes 
crimson." 

" No sign of guilt whatever," said Mr. Oliver coolly ; 
" I have seen innocent persons turn red and pale at the 
slightest reflection on their integrity, while the guilty parties 
remained quite unmoved. Meanwhile, Mr. Twentyman 
must allow me to say that his pointed accusation is some- 
what premature ; a thorough search both of persons and 
places must be made, before guilt is fastened upon any 
one — you yourself, madam, cannot, I fear, be exempted 
from this ordeal, since Miss Corrientes at once delivered 
over the pocket-book to your keeping ; was it not so ?" 
and he looked towards Rachel. She had risen some 
minutes before, not knowing whether it behoved her to go 
or stay, but Beau's words of fierce accusation had kept 
her spell-bound, and now she stood mute and quivering, 
with a sense of anguish upon her like that of a roe 
caught in a net. She bowed her head in token of assent 
to Mr. Oliver's question. He, knowing nothing of Beau's 
unmanly persecution of the girl, ot of her orphaned posi- 
tion at this time, was inclined to think her agitation 
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excessive, and made a note of it in his mind. He 
addressed her again, in a soothing tone, " If I understood 
you aright, after giving up the pocket-book you adjourned 
to the workroom at once?" 

"Yes, sir, at once," she replied, adding with her 
habitual care for exact truth, " I only waited to hang up 
my hat and cape." 

" Your hat and cape ? Ah! Where are they ? Would 
you be kind enough to show me?" 

She complied, leading the way to the cloak-room. 
Miss Blandy followed, with a look of triumph on her face, 
toned down when she saw the officer's eye upon her. 
Beau hung back, and played with his watch-chain. In 
the passage a Scotch girl, named Nancy Black, whose 
office was to mind the door-bell, encountered Miss 
Blandy with some message respecting a gown wanted for 
the morrow's wedding. As it brooked no delay, Miss 
Blandy paused to give Nancy some instructions on the 
subject for our friend Hephzibah Green. 

"Stay, the workroom door's locked," she added. 
" Take the key, Nancy, and return it me by-and-by ; we 
don't wish to be interrupted at present ;" and she hastened 
to the cloak-room where Rachel was taking down her hat 
and cape for Mr. Oliver's inspection. 

Meanwhile, Nancy Black, a discreet and canny Scotch 
maiden, passed through the rows of inquisitive eyes bent 
upon her, straight to Hephzibah's chair. After retailing 
her instructions carefully, she bent down and whispered 
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to Miss Green : " I ken na what it may signify, but there's 
fasheous wark ganging on ootside ; the lassie ye love best 
is in sair tribulation." 

"Like a bird in the snare of the fowler," groaned 
Hephzibah, and as she said it she let her hands fall help- 
lessly at her side, she who with morbid conscientiousness 
usually stitched, stitched from mom till eve without a 
moment's respite. 

" Fellow-feeling makes us wondrous kind," and Heph- 
zibah, who, as we have said, had hitherto turned the cold 
shoulder on 'Livia Jones, now found relief in repeating 
into her eager ears Nancy's gloomy tidings. Hephzibah 
was not a woman of resource ; to her the Scotch proverb 
might have been applied, " Sorrow tak' her that lacks a 
contrivance." To 'Livia, on the other hand, the second 
line of that proverb, prophesying woe to " her that has 
too many of them," would have been applicable ; and now, 
perhaps for the first time, she turned that ready wit of 
hers to excellent account. 

Through the still, hot summer air, came up the sound 
of a dog's short, sharp bark, and 'Livy at once knew the 
canine voice to be that of Jet at the farther end of the 
street. Where Jet was, there his master was pretty sure 
to be. 'Livia took advantage of the slackened discipline 
of the room to betake herself to the nearest window ; and 
flattening her nose against a pane, she presently espied 
Mr. Fairfax in colloquy with the Rector not many yards 
away. Quick as thought she returned to the work-table. 



102 WHA T IS RIGHT, COMES RIGHT. 

seized an empty card on which lace had been wound, 
rifled Rachel's orderly basket for a pencil, and wrote as 
follows : " To Mr. Fairfax. Sir, pray cum up here and 
lose not a minnit, as you would save an innosint person 
out of grate trubble. Your unworthy servant, O. J." 

With rapid fingers *Livia weighted this missive with an 
empty cotton-reel, and flung it through the broken pane 
into the street, where it alighted under Jef s very nose. 
A sharp rebuke from one of the elder women, who had 
observed *Livia's apparently bold and flighty act, recalled 
her to her work ; she was not long left in suspense, how- 
ever, for after a moment or two the knocker below was 
plied by a master's hand, Nancy Black flew down to 
open the door, and Mr. Fairfax's firm step was heard 
mounting the steep staircase. Old Jet followed at his 
heels, panting and pufling. But it was now Jef s turn to 
lead the way. John had paused at the sound of voices 
proceeding not firom the workroom — that had of a sudden 
become still as the grave, — nor from the office, which 
was empty, but from the cloak-room already mentioned. 
Into this room, partitioned firom the landing and lighted 
by a skylight, the dog at once made his way ; how far 
did the sagacious and fidthful animal divine the drift of 
what he there beheld ? The central figure of the group 
was Mr. Oliver, and with one hand he held the little 
black cape Rachel was used to wear. He was about to 
replace it on its peg, when his practised eye was caught 
by a peculiarity in the hood, which was lined with white 
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sarsenet, and drawn up by means of a white ribbon into 
what Mr. Oliver was pleased to call "puckers." A dose 
observer might detect that in one place the thread which 
held together hood and lining had been broken, but the 
gap thereby made was so small that nineteen persons 
out of twenty would never have noticed it at all. It 
riveted however the attention of the detective — ^he passed 
the hood between his fingers, his face growing grave and 
anxious as he did so ; then he inserted his thumb and 
finger into the gap, widening it considerably, and lastly 
he drew out a discoloured wrinkled bank-note, and looked 
narrowly at it without uttering a word. 

It was a terrible moment ; no one stirred, and a silence 
that might be felt was on the group. John Fairfax stood 
in the doorway like one transfixed, his mouth firmly set, 
his brow knitted. Recovering himself, however, he began 
at once with those searching eyes of his to seek to read 
in each countenance the mystery of that dark hour. He 
marked how Beau, cowed by his wholly unexpected ap- 
pearance, shifted from leg to leg, and avoided all eyes, 
and especially the impatient glances of his bolder ac- 
complice. He marked a certain nervous trepidation in 
Blandy's deportment, belying the fixed rose-bloom on her 
cheeks. His heart warmed towards Mr. Oliver as he 
observed the expression of grave concern on his face, 
mingled with evident perplexity. Rachel's countenance 
John could not read, for in the first moment of astonish- 
ment and horror she had clasped her hands tightly over 
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her eyes ; there she stood with drooping head, lips quiver- 
ing, perhaps in prayer, a crimson flush now flickering 
over her delicate cheek, now leaving it deadly pale. The 
sight quite unmanned John, and he was about to advance 
and speak when the officer of justice signed to him to 
forbear, and he at once saw the propriety of doing so, 
and curbed himself, merely putting into the officer's hand 
'Livia's strange letter. 

" ' O. J.' Have you a guess as to the writer of this?" 
asked the detective. 

" Her name must be Olivia, I think," John replied. 

" Ah ! I see. Olivia Jones, from the * Pig and Whistle,' 
in Cow Lane. She does work here," said Mr. Oliver ; 
"a wild lass enough^ but there are many worse than 
she ; it might be as well to have her in here, Mr. Fair- 
fax." 

At the sound of John's voice Rachel raised her head 
and ventured a look towards him, so meek and shrinking, 
yet so trustful, that it went to his heart ; she now stood 
erect, restored to self-possession, and convinced that no 
mere chance had brought him to her side at that perilous 
moment True, the pain, the shame of being thus ac- 
cused were as gall and wormwood to her spirit, but, like 
the royal maiden of Carisbrook, she could '* drink her 
wormwood with a smile" now that a true friend stood by. 

John was roused from a short reverie by Mr. Oliver 
sa)dng to him : '* Now, Mr. Fairfax, that Mr. Beaumont 
has recognised this note, it rests with him to determine 
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what course he means to pursue towards Miss Corrientes. 
The facts of the case are briefly these : he appears to 
have dropped his pocket-book on this staircase — at that 
curve of it, about noon to-day ; Miss Corrientes return- 
ing to her work half an hour earlier than usual, stumbled 
upon it, lying open ; she replaced some silver which had 
escaped, and made it over to Miss Blandy in the office, 
no one being present except a young woman named 
Diana Crawford. Miss Corrientes then hung up her hat 
and cape here, she says, and took her place in the work- 
room. An hour ago I received from Mr. Beaumont an 
intimation that he missed a ten-pound note, and at once 
came off here, — the rest you know." 

" Thank you, Oliver," said John ; " I hope it is not 
out of rule to say here and now, that, in spite of appear- 
ances, I believe in the iimocence of Miss Corrientes as 
firmly as in my own.'' 

'' Her evidence was of the most straightforward cha- 
racter," said the detective ; " volunteering nothing, and 
shirking nothing ; but, I must own, the finding of the 
note here — you see, sir — apparently stuffed in hastily 
between the hood and lining, where the puckers are 
thickest — it looks awkward, I say. But perhaps Miss 
Corrientes may have some clue to the mystery ?** and he 
turned to the girl inquiringly. 

"I have none," she answered faintly; "I never saw 
that bank-note before ; it is all dark to me." 

" Only tunnel darkness," said Mr. Fairfax ; " we shall 



io6 WHAT IS RIGHT, COMES RIGHT. 

emerge into the light directly, I believe," and the hopeful, 
kindly ring in his voice strengthened Rachel, while it 
chilled the two associates in guilt with fear. 

The appearance of John had in fact shaken Beau's 
nerve ; and now these last words, evidently not random 
words, quite (to use his own phrase) demoralised him. 
So Miss Blandy saw the need of an immediate change of 
tactics ; she drew him aside for a short discussion, then 
pushed him forward primed to whisper to the detec- 
tive : 

" On reflection, Oliver, having recovered my money, I 
am disposed not to press the charge farther." 

He paused, stammered, then went on hurriedly : " She 
is so young — a first deviation — faith, hardly a deviation, 
as she probably intended to repay the sum." 

"I suppose, sir, you are aware," Mr. Oliver replied, 
"that your charge against Miss Corrientes is one of 
felony ; to drop it — if, as your words imply, you still be- 
lieve her to have taken the note — has an awkward look, 
something like a compounding of felony — ^therefore make 
the matter clear to your own mind." 

" Felony ? bless me, that is too serious ! we intended 
nothing so serious, eh, Miss Blandy — did we? Non, 
non. My good cousin Fairfax, the aflair is at an end ; 
having recovered my money I am not careful to inquire 
how it went astray. Good morning; sorry to have 
troubled you, Oliver." 

But an unexpected voice arrested Beau : '^ Oh, no, no. 
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no !'' pleaded Rachel, in smothered accents, "pray do 
not let the matter end thus — pray help me to come at 
the truth, to clear my good name. How can I support 
my little sister — how can I meet our father and our dear 
brother Martin, with this dreadful suspicion hanging over 
me ? Pray don't let it rest here, Mr. Oliver." 

John was going to say something, when 'Livia Jones 
came forward impetuously, and flung herself at the officer's 
feet. 

" I'm feared youll give no credit to my witness. Master 
Oliver," she said, " because you have too often seen me 
with bad company, and a party to bad doings ; never- 
theless it's the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but 
the truth, I tell ye now on bended knees : Rachel yonder 
is whiter than snow ; but like the blessed Lord to Whose 
feet she has led me, she has innemies: Di Crawford 
hates her, because she balked her evil intent of stealing 
a trinket Miss Twentyman let fall in the workroom, — 
Miss Blandy hates her, because she has crossed her path 
with yonder French Monsieur ; and Monsieur hates her, 
because she has ever shunned him and spumed his flat- 
tering speeches and his gifts. Ay, Rachel, you start, but 
I know more than any one thinks. Didn't I see, that 
night when Blandy lay ill and you nursed hery your 
innemy, as though she had been your sister, didn't I see 
Di Crawford come creeping down from your garret with 
your cape under her arm, and didn't I watch her put it 
back, while innocent little Patty still slumbered ? And 
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wasn't it me sent Hephzibah Green and yonder dumb 
creature to your aid last Sabbath even, when Mr. Beau- 
mont tracked you out and followed you even to your 
mother's grave? Mr. Oliver, I'm ready to take my oath 
on all this," she added humbly ; ^' oh, do believe me this 
once." 

" I believe you, my girl," said the officer ; "there now ! 
get up and go back to your work, and keep a still tongue 
in your head. Observe, Mr. Fairfax," he added with a 
smile, " how that * dumb creature' of yours corroborates 
the young woman's evidence — after showing his teeth at 
Mr. Beaumont, he is taking his stand by Miss Corrientes 
and courting a caress from her hand." 

Mr. Fairfax smiled too, but the smile died out as he 
addressed Beau Twentyman. " A word with you, Beau- 
mont ; allow me to inspect the note in question." Beau- 
mont slowly handed it to him. John went on : " Yester- 
day at noon I left our relation, Madame Bourdon, of 
S. George. I am commissioned by her to ascertain 
whether bank-notes to the amount of ;^3oo entrusted to 
your care by her, as a marriage gift to Miss Twentyman, 
have reached their destination. Here is a list of their 
numbers." 

Beaumonf s complexion turned green and yellow as he 
staggered back some paces. Miss Blandy stretched out 
a hand to support him, but he shook her off, saying bit- 
terly, ^^You have brought me to this." 

"Miss Corrientes," said John, gravely, "this is no 



WHA T IS RIGHT, COMES RIGHT. 109 

scene for you. Let me take you down stairs to rest in 
our office till Miss Green can see you home." 

Gently and carefully he escorted her, and placed her 
in the easy chair usually sacred to old Mr. Twentyman. 
A murmured '^ God bless you" escaped his lips as he left 
her to repose and solitude. 



CHAPTER VI. 

" Four things that are not in Thy treasury 
I bring to Thee, O Lord, 
My nothingness, my wants, 
My sins, and my contrition." 

Persian Poet, 

A FRIEND and brother officer of Captain Delves, 
Lord Cashel, had married in Easter week and car- 
ried off his bride, a bright Irish girl, to visit the wild 
coasts of Brittany, in his beautiful yacht, the " Banshee." 
After some weeks of this pleasant roving life, they were 
now in the British channel, bound for Southampton, and 
accompanied by Lord Cashel's brother Arthur, whom they 
had picked up by appointment at Quimper. Arthur 
being the hard-working curate of a squalid district in an 
Irish town, 

" The common air, the earth, the skies, 
To him were opening Paradise." 

So enjoyment was the order of the day with all three. 



WHA T IS RIGHT, COMES RIGHT, 1 1 1 

They had left behind them the long heavy rollers that 
come midulating from the Atlantic, then the rocks of 
Scilly, then hi on their left the Eddystone lighthouse : 
the sea around them, almost without a wrinkle, yet 
mighty even in its peaceftil mood, heaved gently as if in 
slumber. The air was sultry and slightly hazy. It was 
the Sunday before Midsummer Day, and Arthur had said 
Evening Prayer on deck, and the glad ascription of 
praise which concludes the Evening Hymn had just been 
sung by the little congregation. They had dispersed, 
and Lord Cashel had sauntered up to the helmsman at 
the wheel, and was taking a survey of the horizon line 
through his telescope. He looked intently at one spot, 
saw some object there which riveted his gaze, looked 
again, then called the master of the yacht to investigate 
the object of his curiosity. It was a fiery glare in mid- 
channel, right ahead of them, probably three or four 
miles off. 

"A burning ship, I fear, Nora," said he to Lady 
Cashel, who had joined them. " See how the light leaps 
up, then dies down, then shoots up more fiercely. God 
help the crew." 

"And help us to help them!" added Nora; "dear 
Cashel, let us try and get near, and be of use." 

Twilight had come and quenched the sparkles on the 
sea's surface before Nora's wish was fulfilled. Tired with 
the heat, she was lying down on a pretty and com- 
fortable couch, arranged for her under an awning on 
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deck, when the sound of excited voices reached her 
drowsy ear. 

" What's that dark spot ahead ?" asked one. 

Presently the look-out man answered, " A boat ; I hear 
the measured sound of oars in their rowlocks." 

Then Lord Cashel was heard ordering the helmsman 
to luff up into the wind ; this movement immediately 
retarded the progress of the yacht; she trembled, and 
her sail shivered. A boat was now plainly visible to 
leeward exhibiting signals of distress ; as soon as she was 
near enough, a rope was thrown from the " Banshee's" 
forecastle. A tall fellow in the bow of the boat caught 
and secured it to the foremost thwart. This brought the 
boat alongside in a few moments. 

A very brief explanation was given by the captain of the 
luckless barque "Curlew;" spontaneous combustion in 
the mixed cargo, kept down for hours by almost super- 
human exertions, burst out at last, ignited some gun- 
powder, happily a very small quantity, or all must have 
perished ; no time to man their long boat, so the two 
small boats that hung in the davits were hurriedly 
lowered, and each was manned by six out of the twelve 
men on board the " Curlew." They had kept together 
for an hour or two, but in the dusk had parted company. 
The skipper added that one of his crew had been 
desperately hurt by the explosion, and in heaven's name 
he prayed the gentlemen to give them shiproom and 
help in their need. The prayer was no sooner uttered 
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than granted. Skilfully and tenderly was the hurt man 
borne up the gangway, wrapped in a red blanket, and 
closely followed by his son, a tall slip of a lad with pale 
cheeks, scorched curly locks, and mournful dark eyes. 
Then caa^ the skipper and three more sailors, all 
haggard, begrimed, exhausted men, on \idiom the smell 
of fire had passed. A moment's pause, then Lady 
Cashel comes up to the forlorn party, and, strengthened 
by a nod of assent from her husband, gives orders that 
the sufferer should be at once earned to her couch under 
the awning. This done, she sends her maid for old 
linen, and the steward for linseed oil, of which there is 
plenty on board. There is no doctor to be had, but the 
skipper knows how to dress bums. He accepts some 
hasty refreshment before setting to this work, and in the 
intervals of quafBng it tells how the man, a Spanisher, 
he believed, and a queer gloomy chap as could never 
sing a song nor take a joke, had worked like ten niggers 
to keep the fire under. 

'' He and his son, that long lath of a boy your lady- 
ship sees kneeling by his side, were worth more to me 
than the nine others put together; I wish there was a 
chance for him, but — " 

The steward an hour later confirmed this sad augury : 
" To my thinking, he cant see the night through ; he's 
past swallowing already." 

About midnight Nora and her husband looked in to 
assure themselves that nothing had been omitted which 

I 
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could minister ease to the dying man. Arthur had 
prayed at his side, and hoped, from his suspended moan- 
ing, that the prayer had not been quite unheard by him ; 
however that might be, it was evident that the lad drank 
in comfort and hope from it. Arthur had then left the 
father and son together, and the strong restraint which 
the lad had put upon himself in the presence of strangers 
gave way at once. Unconscious of Nora's being near, 
he wept bitterly and long. For awhile the ashy face 
remained rigid, and the sunken eyes closed; but, by- 
and-by, as the boy's hot tears fell on those hands that 
wandered so aimlessly over the red blanket, a change 
came. 

" Martin, my son, forgive," said the voice, hollow and 
broken and sad, of his erring father. 

" Oh, father, I have nothing to forgive, nothing ; but 
Rachel — but Patty — give me some message for them." 

" Bid them forgive," the hollow voice answered ; one 
deep-drawn sigh and Corrientes was gone. 

It was thought expedient on Monday evening, land 
being yet distant, that the funeral should be no longer 
postponed. Martin at once acquiesced, the reasons in 
themselves good and sufficient being tenderly hinted to 
him by warm-hearted Nora. Moreover, he felt, though 
he would not have put it into words, that there was a 
certain fitness in the ordering by which one who had 
been a rover on earth, strangely, indifferent to home love 
and home duties, should be committed to the deep and 
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changeful sea, rather than to a green grave under Mother 
Church's shadow. So all hands that could be spared 
from work were collected ; Arthur, duly surpliced, read 
the Office for Burial at Sea ; Martin, in a grey undress 
suit of Lord Cashel's, and with a strip of crape on his 
arm, was sole moiuner. But he had no lack of sympathy; 
all felt for him, from the yacht's kindly owners down to 
the rough skipper, to whom he had shown all good fide- 
lity on board the " Curlew." Daylight was all but gone 
and moonlight scarcely up when that white hammock, 
with its awfiil freight, was committed to the waves. Being 
heavily weighted with shot, it vanished at once. Martin 
leaned awhile over the ship's side gazing on that receding 
spot in the waste of waters, then with one choking sob 
turned away. During the short remainder of the voyage 
he was the pet of all on board, and their open-hearted 
and open-handed Irish kindness seemed the very cordial 
he wanted. 

At noon on Wednesday the " Banshee" was at South- 
ampton. That evening he accompanied the skipper 
to Lloyd's, reported himself, and obtained permission 
to leave Southampton for Masterton at once. Some 
wages paid by the skipper, and some money, partly 
gift, partly loan, from Lord Cashel, recruited Martin's 
finances ; and oh ! the joy of believing that ere sun- 
set next day Rachel's and Patty's arms would be round 
his necL 

That same Wednesday Lord Cashel and Nora found 
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themselves in town with her parents. A letter from 
Frank Delves awaited them with a pressing invitation 
(not the first) to his wedding on the morrow. It had 
been penned in the belief that they would arrive in 
Belgravia some days earlier than they did. Nora, 
somewhat shaken by the " Curlew" tragedy, decided to 
remain in town, but she unselfishly urged her husband 
not to disappoint his old firiend. So Lord Cashel and 
Martin both set out for Masterton, the one by an 
express train, the other by a slower and cheap par- 
liamentary. 

The hour which saw Martin turn his face northward 
found Rachel, true to her promise, at Miss Spincks's bed- 
side. Delicately neat did the sick room look, with its 
snowy curtains and pillows, bright flowers brought by 
Hughie Fairfax fi*om his father's garden, and inviting tea- 
equipage. Five days' rest and nursing had done wonders 
for the invalid in arresting her malady ; she lay still, un- 
able to frame many words or to be talked to on business, 
but tranquil and amusable. Her rugged features, paled 
by sickness and softened by patience, had lighted up at 
sight of Rachel and then of Hughie, whose daily visits 
to her had been suspended since her attack. His harm- 
less prattle formed the staple of the conversation, for 
Rachel, almost stunned by the terrible excitements of 
the last hour, fek as in a dream, half of joy, half of pain. 
Her over-strung nerves turned the very joy of deliver- 
ance into pain, and while her fingers kept Hughie quiet 
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with game after game of cat's-cradle, her thoughts were 
busy and entangled like those of a fever patient. Good 
Miss Spincks noted these signs of recent agitation ; nor 
was it lost upon her that the glow on Rachel's cheek 
deepened to carnation at the sudden entrance of John 
Fairfax. 

"One moment, Miss Corrientes; don't go, please." 
She murmured something about being in their way. 

" You in our way 1" he answered, with a pleading look 
in his dark eyes she had never seen before. " No, that 
could not be." He then added more lightly, " It is on 
your account and my boy's that I am here now ; this 
dear old friend and I have had our talk already, and she 
will forgive me if I try and persuade you to go home 
under my escort at once ; another heavy storm is coming 
up against the wind, and it is time you were housed." 

Miss Spincks nodded assent, sent for additional wraps, 
kissed Hughie, and, to her glad surprise, Rachel too. 

" My love to little Patience," she faltered out, " and 
Miss Corrientes, my dear, do not let that good child be 
spoilt ; remind her that beauty is a fading flower ; you 
see, my dear, flower-strewing and likeness-taking were 
not the vogue in my youth, and — but there is that saucy 
John laughing, I suppose he thinks my likeness would 
have been no great ornament to the Royal Academy, 
even in my best days, and he's right Now go, dears, 
for it darkens." 

They hastened away, Hughie holding a hand of each, 
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and shouting for glee ; at the suspension foot bridge, an 
absolute tornado of wind and rain, with thunder growls, 
met them. Mr. Fairfax snatched up the child, tucked 
Rachel's arm under his own, and so they battled their 
way to Wren's JJest. 

"I wish I could have saved you this," John ex- 
claimed, as they reached the door, dripping and breath- 
less. 

" Oh, you have saved me from far worse," she said 
from the depth of her soul. 

Something he was about to reply when Mrs. Wren, all 
wonder and commiseration at their half-drowned state, 
threw open her door. A vision of beauty met their eyes : 
on the easel, uncovered, was the sketch of Patty amid 
her doves ; faultless in point of likeness, the childish 
loveliness, and wistful, upward look in the eyes and softly 
smiling mouth, wonderfully touching. Truly Jack Delves 
was no mean master of expression. The three stood 
still before the easel a moment, then Hughie lisped with 
a perplexed air, 

" That is Patty ! but why is she going away ?" 

Rachel did not answer ; stinging tears welled into her 
eyes as they met those of the speaking portrait, and the 
sense of her darling's fragility came over her with a rush. 
Were Miss Spincks's words, " beauty is a fading flower," 
an augury of coming sorrow ? 

" Clear shining after rain ;" such was the appearance 
of Georgie's wedding-day, that day which had kept so 
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many on the tiptoe of expectation. It had poured all 
the previous evening and night, strong rushing summer 
rain which created no mud, but swept everything before 
it, leaving long furrows behind, and flattening such hay- 
grass as was still uncut. Day-dawn showed the river 
greatly swollen, its feeders from the wild moorlands it 
passed through, each bringing an accession of turbid 
waters ; every rill was a torrent ; water leaped from the 
very spouts in Masterton streets : you would have thought 
the roguish fairy Cool-Wave was let loose to play his 
pranks in town and country. As soon as the sun arose; 
however, he beat a retreat to his grot among the hills ; 
the storm-wind lulled, and many a heart besides sweet 
Georgie's was gladdened by the promise of a magnificent 
day. Even stolid Hephzibah came to her door about 
half-past seven to read the tokens of the sky and rejoice 
in its widening blue, and, as she observed, " them clouds 
like sheets o' waddin' breakin' softly away." This simile 
was addressed to Rachel and Patty, part of whose plan for 
the whole holiday had long been attending early prayers 
together. Guessing the object of their walk, good Heph- 
zibah whispered a caution in Rachel's ear against " the 
snares of legality and dead forms;" Rachel being, as 
Hephzibah sometimes complained, "no argufier," was 
passing on with nod and smile, but Patty, by the irresis- 
tible logic of a kiss, and by her artless assertion that 
" nobody could know how nice Church was unless they 
tried," actually induced Miss Green to go with them. By 
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previous concert with Rachel, poor Livy Jones met them 
in the churchyard and humbly crept into a seat behind 
our trio, shaded from view by one of the grand old stone 
pillars. How fervent the cry for mercy that rose from 
that obscure nook, He alone Who made the heart could 
know. She had never been inside the saored walls since 
her early girlhood, she afterwards told Rachel ; " then," 
she said, " I jist sat in the gallery (now pulled down) that 
I might snigger an' titter wi' the singing lads and lasses ; 
then the laugh was on my wicked lips as I jist droned 
out wi' the rest that I wur a miserable sinner ! Them 
words were but idle breath to me then ; now, blessed be 
God, I can say them from my very heart, ay, and wi' a 
double twang." 

Good Hephzibah shared Patty's book, and knelt or 
stood as she marked the child do. Master Nangle's warn- 
ings against " self-conceit and carping" had borne some 
fruit ; she really tried to join in the humble confession, 
the burst of praise, the tender prayers for sick and sor- 
rowing ones j which brought her mother to mind. And 
as she listened to the sweet ascending scale of mercies 
recounted in the thanksgiving she thought verily that 
Master Nangle himself could hardly have improved upon 
it. Then they rose, and Hephzibah found Patty's small 
hand in hers, leading her out by a side porch into the 
churchyard. Here they parted, and Miss Green went 
home to bring in the kind neighbour who was to tend 
her mother during that eventful and unique day. 
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Patty presently addressed to Rachel two requests : 
might her friend Rosa Watson go home with them and 
assist at the donning of the daisy-spangled frock ? and 
might they return home by Larkin's Ladder, a steep path 
cut in steps in the red sandstone on which Masterton 
Minster stood ? At the bottom of the ladder an unen- 
closed turfy space stretched as far as the suspension- 
bridge ; it was a longer way home than their usual one 
by the streets, but it was much prettier, as well as better 
adapted for child's fun and frolic. On these Patty, after 
a good night's rest, seemed bent, so with Rachel's ^ad 
assent, they began to scramble down the Ladder. 

To Rachel's surprise, Mr. Fairfax hastened after them, 
and asked her permission to escort them home. It was a 
step in advance in the friendship now ripening between 
her and this good and generous man, hitherto so reticent, 
so careful to shield her orphanhood from anything that 
might draw remark upon her. So with a pleased though 
shy smile she welcomed him, and merrily they all four 
scrambled down the rock stairs, which last night's rain 
had washed into a state of slipperiness. John helped the 
little ones, but only watched Rachel, who, active and 
sure-footed, required no help. At the bottom of the hill 
he said rather abruptly, " I was at Fairview last evening, 
and was earnestly charged by Miss Twentyman with a 
message to you ; she bids me say what deep pain it has 
caused her to learn the treatment you have received, the 
suffering, the distress, inflicted on you by a member of 
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our family. If the turmoil of this day should admit of it, 
she is eager herself to express these feelings to you ; her 
father shares them fully." 

" How kind of them both," Rachel answered ; " yes, 
it has been a sad and anxious time, and yesterday the net 
seemed closing round me when you and Jet appeared." 

Tears choked her utterance, though she tried to speak 
lightly. John took no notice, but said in his most busi- 
ness-like voice: "It is right that you should be told 
confidentially that Beaumont is about to leave England 
finally. He had an interview with Mr. Twentyman last 
night, and so vehemently asserted his intention all along 
of repaying those unhappy notes to Georgie so soon as 
the straits his folly had plunged him into should be tided 
over, that my cousin relented. He has signed an agree- 
ment to repay the money from his income, and to retiun 
to France at once ; he has left Masterton already." 

" And Miss Blandy ?" asked Rachel ; " she was not at 
Wren's Nest last night." 

" No, no," said John, " she will never set foot there 
more. You shall hear : the main object of my run up to 
town last Friday was to verify suspicions aroused in Mr. 
Twentyman's mind that her testimonials were forged. I 
acted in concert with our friendly correspondents, Dodd 
and Davidson, in Regent Street, on whose recommenda- 
tion my cousin took her originally. We traced up the 
fraud ; an agent of ours in Paris, to whom I telegraphed 
to meet me at Rouen, put the wretched woman's guilt 
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past all doubt. I laid the matter before Oliver about 
five yesterday, and she was at once taken up and lodged 
in the city gaol. There she must await the Recorder's 
coming next month. As to their accomplice Crawford, 
Oliver considers that her guilt is hardly of so tangible a 
nature as to bring her under the arm of the law, but 
she is already dismissed from our establishment, and 
will probably not find it convenient to remain long in 
Masterton." 

It was all very sad, very shocking, yet there was relief 
in knowing that the worst was over ; the air freed, as it 
were, from all that poison of malice, fraud, and lying, 
which had of late so deeply tainted it. Rachel was men- 
tally breathing a thanksgiving for this freedom when John 
spoke again ; the reserved man was growing quite com- 
municative ! 

" I must tell you a curious thing : it is safe with you, 
I know. Business took our cashier yesterday to the 
Registrar's office at Liverpool : he was out, but expected 
every minute, so Thompson waited. Imagine the sur- 
prise when his eye rested on a framed register of in- 
tended marriages hanging against the wall in a dark 
comer : fifty people might walk in and out and not ob- 
serve it. The name of Beaumont Twenty man caught 
his attention ; underneath was that of Angelina Blandy ; 
the date, Monday last, June 21st; so in three weeks, she 
would have secured her victim had not the strong arm of 
the law laid its grip upon her." 
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" Poor wretched woman," mused Rachel aloud ; " my 
mind misgives me, she will never come out of prison f 
and then she told him of Blandy's terrible attack on the 
night of the thunder-storm, and of Dr. Hall's expressed 
opinion that her life hung by a thread. John's face, which 
had assumed it^^tem expression, softened at once. 
" The chaplain shall hear of her precarious state," he pro- 
mised ; " I will have a talk with him to-morrow ; he is a 
good man." 

"Oh, thank you, thank you," said Rachel; "I pray 
God she may repent — as my poor 'Livia is surely doing ;" 
and, encouraged by his frank sympathy, she briefly told 
him of the girl's altered mind and good resolves. The 
narrative was not a very coherent one, for it somehow 
came natural to her to sink her own share in it, but that 
did not signify; his quick perceptions, coupled with 
'Livia's looks and tones of fervent love for Rachel, filled 
up the missing links in the story. They were now stand- 
ing still on the green sward which sparkled with the tears 
of the morning ; the full river weltered by, brimming to 
the edge of its banks. Patty and Rosa roamed hand in 
hand over the clovery turf which geese and donkeys were 
cropping leisurely. Everywhere was " clear shining after 
rain ;" but nowhere was there so clear and happy a shin- 
ing as in Rachel's heart and eyes. " It is a comfort to 
me," she said, " that you, Mr. Fairfax, should know the 
ins and outs of 'Livia's story, because in holding almost 
familiar converse with her at our gate yesterday, I might 
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seem to you regardless of the kind, the very kind, warning 
yoii had given me respecting her." 

"Ah," said John, "that glimpse of you yesterday! 
how long ago it seems, for events have crowded on each 
other ever since, like the arrowy waters that run flashing 
and gurgling by us. Yes, I own it, I didn't quite like to 
see this hand of yours resting on that girl's arm ! You 
see, as one of Her Majesty's Justices of the Peace, I had 
become cognizant of her errors, not of her contrition, — 
but why launch forth into excuses? better own myself 
at once the hard, suspicious, pragmatical old fellow 
I am." 

Rachel could not keep back a merry laugh. " I hope 
you will always be pragmatical to me," she said shyly, 
"and to Martin, too. My poor dear father is very 
reserved : and, to say the truth, we used, Martin and I, 
to be afraid of him. I often wished for Martin a safe 
friend much nearer his own age, to turn to j if it is not a 
liberty to ask it, will you be that friend?" 

Mr. Fairfax did not reply at once; nay, he turned 
away; and his face, when he looked round again, was 
pale and anxious; a telegram from Southampton that 
morning had informed him that six seamen from the 
" Curlew" had been picked up by the brig " Juno," bound 
for Weymouth. Six more, one of whom was the cap- 
tain, had left the burning ship in the other small boat, 
but their fate was not known ; two or three of them were 
seriously, one, a Spaniard, £sitally hurt Of course, such 
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vague tidings could not be imparted to the anxious girl ; 
and, as John marked the joy that dimpled her cheeks at 
the bare idea of Martin's return, it almost unnerved him 
to think that she might, even then, be fatherless and 
brotherless ! Suppose it should turn out so. Suppose 
she should find herself flung suddenly on a cold world 
with that helpless child dependent on her exertions — ^with 
not one relative to offer her a helping hand. He could 
not face such a contingency as that — she should know 
without delay — at the risk of bitter pain to himself, if 
refused, she should know that one home, one heart, were 
absolutely hers. 

" There is nothing I would not do for Martin," he said 
at last " Such ad\ace as he cares to ask, it will at all 
times rejoice me to give ; what is more, should he come 
safe home (as Heaven grant he may,) I could, through 
the wide connections of our firm, give the gallant young 
fellow a good start in life. I say this to set your heart 
at ease about him." 

Ease indeed ! that was a heavy burden rolled off from 
the motherly young sister's mind. 

" How can we ever repay?" she faltered out 

But John interrupted her: "Repayment is not the 
word between friends — ^between you and me, there is no 
repayment ; for, Eachel, I am here to ask of you a gift — 
the gift that is above rubies — ^yourself, dear, nothing less. 
Will you bring the treasures of goodness and truth that 
are in you to brighten a solitary man's hearth ? will you 
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accept a mother's right to cherish the rough but honest 
little child whose heart, like mine, you conquered long 
ago ? — Rachel, may I hope ? may Hughie and I hope ? 
You tremble, dear, yet your eyes do not say No,— 'I will 
not hurry you to a decision— one repelling word from you 
shall seal my lips for ever on this subject. Only take 
time before you say that word, before you dispel the 
illusion that I might make you happy, that my life's 
devotion might cause your hitherto care-worn and troubled 
young life to blossom as the rose." 

They were near the bridge now, and comers and goers 
passed by. John scarcely marked them, so anxiously 
were his honest eyes bent on Rachel. Oh, thankfuhiess ! 
as she stood by his side, breathless from agitation and 
surprise, with the quick colour rising and fading, and one 
hand stilling the beatings of her heart, one look of tearful 
gladness met his confidingly. 

They perfectly understood one another from that 
moment, though not another word was spoken till they 
reached Wren's Nest 






CHAPTER VIL 

"And they that weep, as though they wept not ; and they that 
rejoice, as though they rejoiced not." — i Cor, vii. 30. 

" T) ELLS ! bells ! bells !" A clangour of wedding bells 
boomed out as the bridesfolks left the Church 
that Midsummer day. All Masterton tumJed out to greet 
them, for the Twentyman family were justly beloved; 
and the gathering was in danger of becoming a disorderly 
rabble such as too often disgraces our modem weddings, 
and desecrates the house of prayer. But John Fairfax 
had thought of this, and used his double powers as 
Churchwarden, and as Mr. Twentyman's right hand, to 
enforce order vigorously. The Church was full, but 
quiet; no throng of whispering women filled stalls and 
even pulpit, as has been seen within those sacred walls 
on former occasions ; no stampede of heartless lookers-on 
rushed from chancel to west door to stare at the bride on 
her exit All who loved her might hear the solemn 
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words read by the Rector, and echoed in no faltering 
tones by Frank and gentle Georgie. With head bent 
over her Prayer Book Rachel listened and prayed, the 
heart-moving, forcible words fraught with a meaning for 
her now, which two hours before they could not have 
conveyed. John had put her in the care of Judith 
Spincks for the day, for much as she longed for quiet to 
collect her scattered thoughts and look her new happiness 
in the face, she never thought df disappointing Patty of 
the Tideswell pic-nic. Behold her by Judith's side, en- 
sconced in a n(5ok of the church-porch, her smiling eyes 
bent on the flower-strewers, whose eyes, again, were 
intently watching for the bride. Patty's glances, indeed, 
often stray to her sister and survey her with gleeful pride, 
for the old grey linen frock is not, after all, Rachel's garb 
to-day ! and, for John's sake, she is glad of it. The 
result of a kindly little plot between old Spincks and 
Georgie has been, that Rachel wears a costume of pearly 
grey, together with a shady hat adorned with the 
bride's badge — the carnation and sprig of myrtle. This 
formed a gentle transition from the half-mourning for 
her dear mother which the girl had hitherto clung to 
wearing. 

The vestry door opens ! they come ! and a shower of 
scented blossoms &lls at their feet from those pretty 
baskets wreathed with ivy held by the flower-strewers. 
Georgie looks tearfully happy as she advances on her 
husband's arm, Aunt Babette's matchless lace half veiling 

K 
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her features. Mr. Delves, the " best man," follows with 
a bridesmaid. 

" See, there is my little friend !" he says, pointing out 
Patty to his companion ; " did you ever behold so sweet 
a face? You may look your fill at her, for she isn't 
thinking of you or me, or of anything save of aiming her 
flowers precisely at Mrs. Francis Delves's feet !" 

"She is lovely!" replied the lady, "but, oh, how 
fragile-looking ! do observe the glow on her cheek as she 
playfiilly flings a forget-me-not at yon tall, slight girl in 
the porch : what a world of love in their mutual glances ; 
they must be sisters." 

"They are," said Jack; "by-the-bye, did you hear of 
the telegram from Lord Cashel, promising to be here by 
two, and accounting for his non-appearance by some 
break down in his train ? No loss of life, happily." 

So they chatted as they passed on; a long train 
followed, young men and maidens, and dowagers in 
satins, and lastly, old Mr. Twentyman, walking lame, and 
leaning heavily on Mr. Fairfax's arm. He stopped a 
moment at sight of Rachel and, turning upon her his 
kind old eyes, red with crying, he said huskily, "Miss 
Corrientes, my dear, I can hardly look you in the face, 
knowing, as I now do, how much you have had to suffer 
from one member of my family; here is another," he 
added, nodding towards John, " who would give all he is 
worth to make it up to you, if you will let him ; let me 
say, that he has my best wishes for success in his suit ; 
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more precious than silver or gold is the woman whom the 
heart of her husband may safely trust." 

" Thank you, sir," said John, heartily ; Rachel, in her 
pretty foreign way, bent and kissed the hand of the good, 
unworldly old man. 

" One word for him and two for myself," added Mr. 
Twentyman, between laughing and crying; "John is a 
true son to me ; and if you, my dear, can put up with a 
gouty, testy old man, and take the place of the good girl 
I'm losing, why, I shall be in luck, indeed !" 

Slowly they passed on, and the crowd melted, and, by- 
and-by, Rachel took Patty home for two hours' rest before 
proceeding to Fairview. Patty's rest was not idleness. 
Arrayed in a bib and apron of Mrs. Wren's, and com- 
fortably perched on a rocking-chair, she aided the good 
lady in preparations for a little supper which was to crown 
that eventful day. Of course, it was meant for a surprise 
for Wren ! Mrs. Wren was always getting up surprises of 
an agreeable sort for Wren ! and very good-natured Wren 
was in accepting these surprises, rather than disappoint 
his little woman. Indeed, on such occasions, he rather 
over-acted his part — ^but it did not matter ; whatever he 
did was good in her eyes ! This morning she was rather 
belated, having run up to witness her dear Miss Twenty- 
man's wedding ; so the three worked with a will to pre- 
pare for the gala before Wren's return to dinner. Rachel 
was dishing strawberries, Patty unpacking groceries and 
such like. In the basket which held them lay a small 
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bottle of champagne ! the very heart and kernel of the 
surprise; for well Mrs. Wren knew that her lord and 
master, the most temperate of men, would incur no risk 
of running to excess by drinking, in his home and with 
his family, a health to the bride he had known and loved 
from her cradle. Well, as Patty carefully extracted this 
precious bottle from the three days' old newspaper which 
enveloped it, her eye was caught by the name of " Curlew," 
in the column which contained the shipping news. 

She read slowly, for the paper was twisted and creased : 
"Saturday, June 19, Barque 'Curlew,' from Nassau, 
Bahama . . . spoke with ... off Scilly . . . (here the 
paper was torn.) All well." 

Rachel ran round the table to read the precious 
announcement over Patty's shoulder ; then both held it 
up before Mrs. Wren's delighted eyes, then the girls 
hugged one another and Mrs. Wren ; lastly, they fetched 
their little map of England, to study the exact position of 
the Scilly group and its distance from Southampton, and 
the length of time it would take the " Curlew" to reach 
that port. 

Here their knowledge was at fault, but Patty had, as 
usual, a suggestion ready : " Mr. Fairfax would know, he 
knew everything; and they might show him the extract, 
and he would tell them when to expect father and 
Martin ! He will not think us troublesome, will he, 
Rachel ?" asked Patty. 

"No, dear, surely not; he is sendmg his waggonet 
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to fetch us and kind Miss Green up to Fairview presently ; 
and as we go I will whisper you something about him 
which, I think, it will gladden you to know.'' 

The confidence was accordingly made as they drove 
along. Patty received it at first with pure though hushed 
delight — the secret being for her alone. Then a little 
misgiving rose in the child's mind, lest this new tie might 
loosen that which bound Rachel and her so closely 
together; but the fear died away in a moment before 
Rachel's eager assurance that such a thing could never, 
never be, and that by her engagement to Mr. Fairfiax 
Patty would gain a brother, not lose a sister. 

Fairview was a comfortable, compact, square building, 
stuccoed, and its outline only broken by a heavy Grecian 
portico; a formal but pleasant garden and shrubbery 
stretched from its drawing-room windows, flanked by a 
spacious lawn, on which to-day one of Edgington's largest 
teiits had been set up. A raised table at one end was 
laid out for Mr. Twentyman and his company. At right 
angles with this table were placed several long and nar- 
row ones, at which were feasted, in their order and degree, 
every person in the employment of the firm, from its 
highly-salaried and trusted agents down to the meanest 
workgirl, even poor 'Livia Jones, and such as she. A 
more orderly and ungrudging feast could not have been 
devised. Near this tent, tables were spread under a wide- 
branching copper beech for the parish schools and the 
little flower-strewers ; Judith Spincks, Rachel and a few 
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more for whom a short repast had sufficed, helping to 
wait upon them. Hughie was here, and old Jet, and 
their antics created an amount of fun and merriment 
which excited the attention and perhaps the envy of some 
of the company under the marquee. There, in spite of 
John Faufax's and Jack Delves's efforts, the talk lan- 
guished. The host was ailing and dejected, Georgie was 
overcome; some of the Delves connexion were fine, 
and some of the Twentyman cousinhood were homely, 
and so, like oil and water, they could not mix. It was a 
decided relief therefore, when the necessary speeches 
having been got through, the upper table broke up. Most 
of the ladies followed the bride into the house, the gentle- 
men joined the party under the beech tree. A blithe hour 
followed, running, jumping, hopping matches, then our 
pretty ancient game of " London Bridge is broken down ;" 
then conjuring, performed by no less a person than Mr. 
Fairfax, with Jack Delves for his accomplice. Then a 
gentleman, newly arrived and unknown to nearly all pre- 
sent, sang inimitably an Irish song or two, and while all 
ears were enchained by his melody, it was announced 
that all was in readiness for a start to Tideswell : a general 
rush ensued to the front of the house, where amid the 
usual shower of rice and white shoes Frank and Georgie 
were kissing their hands as they drove away. Their des- 
tination was a friend's country house, twenty miles off, 
and they had arranged to take the six o'clock train at 
Tideswell. After their departure a number of humbler 
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vehicles came forward one by one j in these, the schools 
with their day and Sunday teachers, and the workwomen 
and a certain number of men in Mr. Twentyman's employ, 
were comfortably packed. Each carriage had one or two 
responsible persons attached to it ; the rendezvous was 
Tideswell Castle, and John Fairfax announced his inten- 
tion of walking there at once, taking a short cut across 
the fields. Several gentlemen of the party volunteered 
to accompany him, glad of so picturesque a ramble that 
summer's day. John's waggonet had already set out 
with Judith, Rachel, two or three flower-strewers, and 
Hephzibah, whose sick mother had insisted on her not 
sacrificing this harmless pleasure. 

As the crow flies, Tideswell is scarcely two miles from 
Masterton. The remains of its old castle are scanty; 
only two or three dilapidated towers, with their connecting 
walls in a state of ruin, stand yet to tell of its departed 
strength and glory. Its front overhangs the tidal river, 
and it is isolated on the other three sides by a vast moat, 
out of which probably the sandstone of which it was 
built was originally quarried. For centuries past, this 
moat has been a lovely winding dell, rich in wild flowers 
and tangled undergrowth of rose and honeysuckle, and 
beautiful oaks, and vocal with song-birds, and the flow of 
a clear brook that here runs into the river. Its waters 
were now coursing along with great velocity, washing 
against the steep banks which support the castle, and 
freshening the golden gorse and starry blood-red crane's- 
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bill flowers that clothed it. One or two lightning-smitten 
oaks, and a quantity of loosened masonry, and soil washed 
down, gave proof how severely the storms of the preced- 
ing three days had been felt here. 

We may not dwell on the details of that happy sum- 
mer's day, the pleasant scrambles, the merry games of the 
children, the refreshing tea on what once had been the 
castle bowling-green, the ringing cheer when Mr. and 
Mrs. Francis Delves, true to her promise, appeared 
amongst the school children, Georgie scattering sugar- 
plums and smiles and kind words to each and all : no, 
we must hasten on to the stem moment which was at hand 
when all this brightness should be quenched in tears. 

Perceiving that a number of Masterton idlers were be- 
ginning to congregate, John Fairfax ordered the vehicles 
to come round a little before six, and sent trusty men to 
collect his scattered forces together. He went in search 
of Rachel, and soon, unseen by her, espied her the centre 
of a little knot of listeners. There was poor 'Livy de- 
vouring her with her eyes, Hephzibah wearing that air of 
solemn complacency which was her nearest approach to 
cheerfulness, Hughie listening eagerly with one arm round 
Patty, and the other round much-enduring Jet. Her 
theme was Mechlin, its great church tower 348 feet high, 
its sweet peal of bells, its gloomy streets with signs swing- 
ing from chains over many doors, not picture signs, but 
lifelike figures of storks, stags, bears, &c., which, when 
shaken by the wind gave a strange moving appearance to 
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the place — then their farmhouse near — so exquisitely 
clean, maidens skimming the cream with rosy-tipped fin- 
gers — the cows not at pasture like ours, but fed at home 
with green-meat — how often had Rachel and her mother 
come in from the fields with great bundles of flowery clover 
or of young hazel twigs on their heads, for the creatures' 
supper. Then came the crowning story of the old stork 
that used to run races with Rachel and baby Martin, and 
that other stork which died on her nest choked with the 
smoke of a burning hay-stack, rather than leave her eggs. 

At this crisis in stork-history, John felt a hand on his 
arm, and the gentleman who had sung the Irish songs 
addressed him. 

" Mr. Fairfax, who is that ? can her name be Corrientes ? 
Ah, I thought so, what a likeness to her brother ! does she 
know ?" — and here he paused. 

" She knows nothing — I know next to nothing," replied 
John anxiously : " pray enlighten me, Lord Cashel, if it is 
in your power, as to the fate of her father and brother," 
and the two walked away in deep conversation. 

Another dialogue was going on at the same moment. 
" Sister dear," interrupted lynx-eyed Patty, " do, do look 
at that tall young youth (an epithet of Mrs. Wren's) walk- 
ing so quick from the station — see, he is crossing the stile 
to Masterton ! Oh, Rachel." 

"Oh, Patty! it is, it is our Martin," cried Rachel, 
"he is all alone— Martin, Martin," and both girls up- 
raised their voices, Patty's shriller pipe prevailing. 
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How describe the event of the next moment ? Martin 
heard, turned back and looking up descried and darted 
towards them. A footbridge partly under water had to 
be crossed. Just then Captain and Mrs. Delves came in 
view, descending the slope from the castle to meet their 
train. The Twentyman employes, drawn up in excellent 
order on the bowling-green, gave them a parting hurrah. 
At that moment eight or ten of the idlers before men- 
tioned, rudely bent on witnessing the departure of the 
young couple, came running and tumbling over the loos- 
ened stones of the bastion to get by way of the moat to 
the station. Vainly did the grey-haired keeper of the 
ruin shout to them to stop, warn them that the floods and 
lightnings of the last week had shaken and undermined 
the comer of the building ; when they did stop it was too 
late. One rumbling peal as from underground, one howl, 
wild and prolonged from Jet, and down came the pro- 
jecting end of the bastion, stones, sand, and bushes roll- 
ing into the moat together. One or two of the per- 
petrators of the mischief were dragged along with it. 
Where was Hephzibah ? where were Livia, Rachel, Patty ? 
These two last were borne down, closely clinging to each 
other, but first Rachel with rare presence of mind had 
been inspired to snatch at Hughie's sleeve, and insert it 
between Jet's teeth. The intelligent creature took the 
hint, and at three bounds conveyed his precious charge 
beyond the reach of danger. 




CHAPTER VIII. 

''And our hearts feel they must not break." 

" IV/T ARTIN, dear ! I'm not a bit hurt !" So spoke 
Patty, in cheering though low and breathless 
accents, to her horror-struck brother. The words brought 
untold relief to his mind, enabling him to turn from the 
little one lying on the soft green turf, to Rachel, uncon- 
scious, with closed eyes and drooping head laid on his 
shoulder. Looking up, he saw one whom he remembered 
to be Mr. Fairfax rush to her side. A glance showed 
him that, keen as his own agony of mind might be, it 
yielded in intensity to that of the man before him; 
mastered by the instinct which makes the lesser grief bow 
to the greater, he placed Rachel in John's outstretched 
arms. 

"Bring water," John hoarsely whispered; Martin 
scooped some up in his hands from the fast-flowing 
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stream hard by, and sprinkled it on Rachel's face, while 
a kind woman from the Tideswell inn forced some drops 
of stimulant between her lips. She sighed, opened her 
eyes, knew Martin, knew John, and a smile of ineffable 
comfort played over her features. 
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Joy on earth is nought but pain's relief I" 



John strained her to his heart one moment, then helped 
her to stand erect, to move a step or two, to prove, in 
fact, that she was really and truly quite uninjured. The 
brief unconsciousness was simply the result of the shock 
and rapid fall. She was quite well, her senses and wits, 
for the instant quicker than before, for nothing seemed to 
escape her — the gathering throng buzzing round, the 
efforts of two or three policemen to hold them back, the 
sudden appearance of her protector of the day before, 
Mr. Oliver, followed by an immediate dispersion of the 
crowd. Two faces then vanished which surely had caught 
her eye, the one, Di Crawford's, there by no invitation of 
Mr. Twentyman's, you may be sure ; the other, she was 
all but certain. Beau Twentyman's. However, these 
were but momentary and faint impressions, forgotten as 
soon as received ; Patty was her first thought, and, after 
Patty, Martin. 

Rachel knelt down by her little sister, who lay motion- 
less on her back, pallid, but answering smile for smile. 
She fixed her eyes with a slight bewilderment in them on 
Rachel, then on Martin. 
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" Oh, I have had a dream, a dream about you, brother ; 
where am I ?" 

" Near home, darling," he answered ; " we will get you 
home directly; but, Patty, are you sure you are not 
hurt?" 

She raised herself a little : " Oh, no ! I am not hurt ! 
only I feel rather sick and faint — oh, how giddy I am !" 
and her head sank back on Rachel's arm. John Fairfax 
brought water and put it to her mouth. " Oh, such good 
cold water !" she murmured : " I shall be all right now." 

"My Patty," asked Rachel, "is your head hurt?" 

" Oh, no ; but the back of my neck is a little bit sore ; 
I think that stone has hurt me." 

Her sister asked no more questions, but doubled a soft 
shawl under the curly head, and administered a few drops 
at a time of brandy and water brought by that same kind 
landlady of the Castle Arms. 

John Fairfax meanwhile arrested the landaulet which 
had conveyed Captain and Mrs. Delves to Tideswell. 
He and Martin superintended the placing of some pieces 
of wood between the seats, by which arrangement the 
little patient would be enabled to lie quite flat. John 
being a capital whip would himself drive the spirited 
horses; Martin would share the box with him, while 
Rachel and Nancy Black, the kindly Scotch workgirl 
already alluded to, would sit by Patty's side in the open 
carriage. 

The evening shadows were lengthening, and every 
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minute was precious. John was anxious, too, to convey 
the young sisters away from that spot, so festive and fairy- 
like half an hour ago, so deeply, darkly sad now — for the 
lifeless bodies of a man and boy had been discovered 
among the debris ; our friend Hephzibah Green sorely, 
though not vitally injured, had been carried to the inn ; 
poor 'Livia Jones, too, was missing when at Mr. Fairfax's 
desire the muster-roll was called over. She had been 
last seen sitting humbly apart from the rest, listening to 
Rachel's animated description of the dear Flemish home. 
Presently somebody stated that 'Livia had looked up 
eagerly when Rachel spoke with some regretful longing 
of the countless sweet violets on her grandfather's farm. 

" I knows a nook where them vi'lets grows, here under 
these very walls," the grateful creature had exclaimed to 
herself; "an', bless her dear heart, she shall have a posy 
of 'em, if she will accept it from the like o' me !" So 
saying, 'Livia had quietly crept away, and no eye had 
since seen her. With such a clue, however, her fate 
could not much longer remain a secret. 

Patty had been tenderly laid in the carriage. Rachel 
was following when John drew her back. 

" Rachel, the best plan incomparably would be to take 
her to the Hospital. It is barely two miles off — ^Wren's 
Nest more than three ; it is airy and lofty, and the best 
advice is at hand there, and the best trained nursing. 
What say you, love? will the idea startle her — or distress 
you too much ?'^ 
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He looked anxiously at her; some unspoken fear 
curdled the blood in her cheek for an instant, but she 
put it away and said, " I am sure it is best ; drive us to 
the Hospital, please." 

" Thank you, dear Rachel — and you will prepare our 
little sister ?" 

" Easily ; she is so perfectly, so lovingly obedient." 

RacheFs eyes filled with tears ; he pressed her hand 
saying, " Of such is the kingdom of Heaven." 

In five minutes more they were under way, John 
driving most carefully along the rutty, channelled road ; 
Lord Cashel had ridden on before, to announce their 
coming, and poor Hephzibah's. Martin sat on the box, 
but so twisted round as never to take his eyes off Patty ; 
her eyes, when not closed, gazed back into his. Probably, 
the power of putting two and two together, as we say, 
had not fully returned to her, for it did not seem to occur 
to her as strange that her brother had come home alone. 
Rachel, on whom the truth had by this time dawned, 
felt glad that she was spared the pang. 

What a mournful return that was ! In one carriage 
were Judith Spincks, little Hughie, as unhurt and bonny 
as possible, and the flower-strewers — all but one. A 
string of vehicles followed, laden with our holiday-makers ; 
after that, a comfortable carriage with Hephzibah duly 
tended, the bridal carriage with one of the two pairs of 
white horses in it, still wearing their rosettes and favours. 
These two last moved at a much slower pace than the 
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preceding ones, and turned off the main road about a 
mile from Tideswell. All the cottagers on the road-side 
came out of their doors ; busy haymakers in the fields far 
and near paused to watch the cortege. 

Rumour, with her bat-like noiseless wings, had carried 
to some few a vague impression of some dreadful accident ; 
but the most knew nothing, and wondered that instead 
of hurrahs, and glees, and catches, and merry talk, there 
should be a dead silence on the party, for nature had put 
on her fairest summer evening garb for them. The 
western sky was one glow of pure amber, reflected in the 
broadening river at their feet. The patches of woodland 
they drove through, freshened by recent storms, shone 
with the gay green of Midsummer shoots. The new- 
mown pastures looked almost golden, except where long 
clear-cut shadows of trees or homesteads ran across them, 
far, far down towards the river. Masterton Hospital 
stood outside the town, on a high, breezy moorland 
plateau. Its clock struck nine as the landaulet drove up. 

All was in readiness ; Lord Cashel on the steps, watch- 
ing for them. Hephzibah had been conveyed up stairs, 
bearing her pain, he said, with Spartan endurance. 

Patty was lifted out; and then John said to Rachel, 
" I must go on to Mr. Twentyman at once ; he will be 
dreadfully cut up ; other matters connected with this may 
detain me an hour, but I will get back the moment I can 
for a report of her ; you will find the matron all kindness, 
and the surgeons too." 
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" They will not part us ?" asked Rachel tremulously. 

" Surely not ; for you will keep calm, dear, and hope- 
ful," and so he left her. 

Patty was carried to a wing newly erected for the use 
of children by a bereaved mother. Three of its wards 
had been named by her wish, Faith, Hope, and Charity, 
and it was in " Faith" that Patty's bed had been prepared. 
A tall nurse in lilac print gown, and fair white cap over 
her smooth brown hair, met them, and took charge of the 
child. The sweet, staid look in her face and tender 
skilful handling filled both sisters with trust. 

" I leave you in Nurse Wyatf s care," said the matron 
who had accompanied them up stairs to Rachel. '' Some 
tea shall be made for you both directly." 

Finding Patty very cold and her pulse low. Nurse 
Wyatt brought two hot-water bottles and placed them 
about her; then fed her with warm tea. 

" Oh, I feel much better now," said the child, " my 
head's all righ^^ and I'm not near so faint Oh, Rachel, 
if it were not for my sore neck, I should feel almost 
quite well." 

" That's right, my brave little girl," said Nurse Wyatt ; 
" and here comes Mr. Young to make a cure of you, we 
trust." 

Mr. Young, the Junior House Surgeon, carefully 
examined her head and neck, but found only a little red 
mark near the spine and no swelling whatever. 

" The head is not hurt, nurse," he said, " nor is there 

L 
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any displacement of the bohes of the spine ; I think it is 
merely a case of slight, very slight, concussion of the 
brain ; if we keep her perfectly quiet, there is good reason 
to hope the child will get quite right ; still it is not well 
to be too confident." 

Nurse Wyatt's reply was pitched too low to reach 
Rachel's ear, "She looks fearfully delicate, sir." 

" I'm afraid so," he rejoined ; then looked at Rachel 
as though taking the measure of her good sense and 
fortitude, said a few kind words and went away. 

About half-past ten, John and Martin came to the 
door together. Rachel stole forth to them, and told Mr. 
Young's hopeful report, and how the little one, lulled by 
the low recital of a few familiar hymns and collects, had 
dropped off to sleep. Martin, much relieved, went to 
Wren's Nest for the night. Mr. Fairfax said good night, 
too ; promising to look in early : as a member of the 
Board he had the entree of the place. 

How kind Nurse Wyatt was ! she insisted on loosening 
Rachel's dress and making her lie down. "Keep up 
your heart," she said ; "the pulse has improved; colour 
and warmth are returning, and this hot poultice under 
her neck will soon soothe her off." And so it proved, 
for the night was passed by Patty in a succession of short, 
but peaceful sleeps. Whenever she woke, nurse gave 
her a spoonful of nourishment, and the birdlike voice 
said, " Thank you," sometimes adding, " I'm all right," in 
reply to tender inquiries. What the thoughts were that 
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suiged up in Rachel's mind while her little sister's life 
hung in the balance, that awful night, no words of mine 
could express. " 'Tis He alone Who made the heart," 
can fathom its capacity for suffering, or fully know its 
struggles; with Him Rachel wrestled till the break of 
day in silent tearless prayer. Not in vain : by the time 
the blue dawn began to look in, and the sparrows (not 
one of which falls on the ground without our Father) to 
chirp faintly, Rachel had received power to say, " Father, 
Thy will be done. Not as I will, but as Thou wilt." 
Then she fell asleep for half an hour; she slept, but her 
heart was waking, and about four she was wholly roused 
by Patty's gentle voice answering the surgeon: "Oh, 
viuch better, thank you ; only my neck is sore, and my 
legs and arms do so tingle." 

A quick look passed between the surgeon and nurse, 
and he bade her call Mr. Fuller, the Senior Surgeon. 
Mr. Fuller, a clever pleasant man, examined without 
alarming the child, but his face grew grave when with the 
utmost desire to do all he bade she could not cross her 
feet, and when his seemingly playful pinches on her arms 
were quite unfelt. Rachel marked all, and her heart 
seemed to stand still. 

When Mr. Fuller went down stairs, he met Martin with 
Mr. Fairfax. A few words were exchanged as to the 
terms on which Mr. Twentyman engaged that empty 
ward, the nurse's services, &c., then Mr. Fuller said, " I 
wish I could speak cheerfully of the case ; the concussion 
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of the brain is not serious, a mere nothing, in fact ; but 
the spine/' ... he ^ook his head sadly; "that has 
sustained vital injury, we fear; blood, I apprehend, is being 
gradually effused round the upper part of the spinal 
cord." 

Here a groan from Martin interrupted him, and look- 
ing up he saw blank despair in the lad's face ; '^ Can I do 
nothing?" he asked in a smothered voice. 

" Much to soothe and cheer her," Mr. Fuller answered, 
" come with me, Mr. Corrientes ; she must be put on a 
water-bed directly, and you can help us with that" 

The kindly ruse succeeded; Martin brightened and 
went off with Mr. Fuller. 

John having obtained permission, tapped at the "Faith" 
door. One window looked east, and some rays of sun- 
shine peeped in through a double row of geraniums and 
myrtles. Rachel was on her knees by Patty, who had 
waked up and wished to say her prayers. 

" But, my hands, they will not clasp," the child was 
saying; "oh, what must we do?" and there was great 
distress in the voice. 

For once Rachel, appalled by this fresh symptom, had 
no consolation ready, but John came to the rescue. 

" My little sister," he said, kneeling down at her pillow, 
" you know, when our dear Lord suffered death for us. 
His hands were nailed to the Cross ; He could not clasp 
them, yet He prayed — such heavenly, wonderful prayers, 
for the whole world, for you, for me. Now, He wills that 
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you, Patty, that you should be laid on a cross too; 
but the Cross is His, so you are willing, are you not, 
dear?"* 

" Yes, yes," she whispered, with a happy glow over her 
face. 

He kissed her lips ; she kissed him two or three times 
in return, perfectly satisfied. Nay, when the water-bed 
was brought, and Nurse Wyatt and Martin were filling it, 
she watched the performance with quiet amusement, and 
broke into the old gleeful laugh at its odd splutterings and 
bubblings and squeakings. 

Very quietly the day passed, waxing, and waning, and 
fading into twilight, as other days had done. Rachel 
watched by her heart's delight ; and the surgeons came 
and went, and the Chaplain came and was a real help ; 
and she looked in twice at good Hephzibah who was 
doing well, but " sorely exercised by the Lord's myste- 
rious dealings with that gracious child." (Submission 
was not a grace that readily commended itself to Heph- 
zibah.) Then the Wrens had been introduced into the 
sick room for a few minutes only, for all her husband's 
frowns and winks, mild despot though he was, could not 
silence the little woman's laments. It all seemed a dream 
to Rachel; and so did Georgie Delves's loving arms 
clasped round her in tenderest sympathy; she only 
wished she could cry as Georgie did. 

Mr. Fairfax hovered about the Infirmary most of the 
day. About noon, he called on Miss Spincks to report 
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progress, also to carry her (in return for warm-hearted 
messages sent to Rachel on first hearing of her engage- 
ment) promises of daughterly love and duty from the 
grateful girl. In the afternoon Mr. Oliver called in order 
to inform John of an unwelcome fact. The ** Beau" had, 
after all, managed to outwit his connexions ; obtained a 
licence on Tuesday, and twenty-four hours later, married 
at the register-office Di Crawford ; of course she had, as 
Mr. Oliver observed, made a tool and a fool of him 
throughout : the contract was not the less valid because 
" Mrs. Beaumont" had been married under the assumed 
name of Angelina Blandy ; with such a companion tacked 
to him for life, one could almost find in one's heart to be 
sorry for Beau. 

But let this jarring note rest : Patty did not sleep at all 
the next night, but lay still, caressing softly and being 
caressed at intervals. Towards morning, there came a 
catch in her breathing, and a light in her eye and cheek. 
She began talking to herself, very low and indistinctly, 
happy wanderings with snatches of song — once her words 
became audible : " Rachel, nurse is kind ; do give her 
my canary." Once her eyes sought Hughie, and at dawn 
his father brought him to her. And yet once more, she 
said something about being tired, and ready for a long 
sleep, only she would like to be called early. Was 
Rachel sure she would be called in the morning ? She 
appeared to hearken for a reply. 

"Quite, quite sure, love," Rachel answered, with a 
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Strange thrill in her quiet voice, '^ yes, you will be called 
in the morning." 

A long deep hush followed ; then Nurse Wyatt took 
Rachel's hands and gently laid them on the yet smiling 
eyes. 

The traces of sorrow never wholly wear out A pen- 
sive light in Rachel's eye and some early, very early 
threads of silver amid the dark masses of her glossy hair, 
tell of heart pain borne in past years and unforgotten still. 
Yet is she one of the happiest persons in the world. 
John and she daily realise that truly divine definition of 
Christian wedlock, the being heirs together of the Grace 
of Life. With her husband and her dear Martin at her 
side, and Hughie on the nursery floor teaching a smiling 
little Patience to walk, she is happy. She can look in 
loving hope on that small white marble cross which gleams 
through the flowering thorn bush hard by her mother's 
grave. She can thank God too for a signal mercy as her 
eye rests on another grave contiguous to theirs. There, 
with a handful of violets on her breast, lies one who, 
having much to be forgiven, loved much ; one, for the 
sake of whose immortal interests Rachel had risked her 
own happiness, strong in the beUef that " Whatever is 
Right, comes Right." 
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thoroughly wholesome, and it is, in fact, one which any child may read with 
profit, ana which cannot possibly do harm to anybody." — The Scotsman. 

Uncle Philip. Second edit. Small 8vo.« cl. 3s. 6d. 

' * Stdla Austin writes for both boys and girls. Her ' Uncle Philip' is a very 
cheery tale, full of a healthy humour, and inculcating, without too directly 
pointing, a most excellent moraL" — The Times. 

For Old Sake's Sake. 3rd edit. Small 8vo.,cl. 38. 

" Another prettv and natural story by the pleasant author of * Rags and 
Tatters,' with no lack of incident, humour, delmeation of character, or what* 
ever else is essential to successful story*telling. Miss Austin has the mystery 
of her craft, and knows how to blend the touching and pathetic with the hu- 
morous and the graphic"— irMj^/tjA Churchmeut. 

Rags and Tatters. Fifth edit. Small 8vo., cl. Ss. 

" ' Rags and Tatters' is a good book, and is written by a good writer, with 
feeling, and piety, and common sense, three excellent thi^[s which do not 
always accompany each Qiihsx."—Momim Post. 
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Stumps. Sixth edition. 16mo., cloth, 2s. 6d. 
Somebody. Fifth edition. 16mo., cloth, 28. 6d. 
Wings. A Story for Children. 6d. ; cloth, Is. 



By FLORENCE WILFOBD. 

Short Stories for Mothers' Meetings. Fcap. 

ftvo., cloth, SB. 

" They are wholesome, fluent, and eracefully told." — Church Tirnes. 

"They have a truth to nature ana a tenderness of tone that recommend 
them greatlT. All are excellent tales to use when it is convenient to read a 
brief narranve, cwnplete at once."— Z.tterary Churchman. 

A Vantage Ground, and other Tales. Crown 8vo., 

cloth, 4s. 6d. 

" There is a great Knct and sweetness, and some humour of a quiet and 
playful sort in this book, and the deep undercurrent of the highest Church 
doctrine is always felt, though never obtrusive."— Tlk^ Guardian. 

A Maiden OF &UR Own Day. 2nd Edition. Crown 

8vo., cloth, 6s. 

" An eminently bright, delicate, and tender story^-one pleasant to read, and 
pleasant to think crvtx "-Scottish Guardian. 

Little Lives and a Great Love. Dedicated to the 

Children of the Society of the Love of Jssus. 2nd Edition. 
l6mo., 28. 6d. 

"Any one who wishes to see the highest Church Doctrine put before chil- 
dren in the most wise and right prind^ed way had better read ' Little Lives 
and a Great Love,' which contains several noble stories in all of which the 
'Great Love' is Uie constraining spirit and the one thought."— Z.i!ferary 
Churchman. 

The Master of Churchill Abbots, and his 

LiTTLB Fribnds. Fcap. 8yo. 38. fid. 

The King of a Dat; or, Glimpses of French Life 

in the Fifteenth Century. l8mo., cloth, 28. 

" An historic legend of the turbulent times that preceded the advent of 
Joan of Arc. The authoress has written a pretty story in a very pleasant way. 
The volume will wdl repay ^eeaaal."— Literary Churchman, 

Joy in Duty. 18mo. 6d. 

An Author's Children. 18mo., cloth. Is. 

" A very pretty little story. We cannot praise it higher than by saying that 
It is not unworthy of the Author of ' A Maiden of our own Day.' '*^-~Cuardian, 
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By Mrs. G. F. ALEXANDER. 
The Bakon'8 Little Daughter, and other Tales. 

Fifth edition. 18mo. Ss. 6d. 
" The most delightful little volume that we have met with for a very Ions 
time,— the poetry even surpassing the prose in \}eaMXy."—Ecci€siast>c. 

The Lord of the Forest and his Vassals. 

Fifth Edition. 28. 6d. 
An allegory representing the real strife against Sin, the World, and the 
Devil, which all have to fight 

SIXTY-THIRD EDITION. 

Htmns for Little Children. 18rao., wrapper, 

6d. } cloth, 18. ; French morocco, 28. j morocco, 48. 
Koyal 32mo., wrapper, 3d. j cloth, 6d. 

Set to Music by Dr. Gauntlett. Fcap. 4to., 

wrapper, 28. 6d. ; cloth, gilt edgre8, 4s. 

— Set to Music by E. C. A. Chepmell. Parts 

L and II., is. each. 

— — A new edition handsomely printed on 
tiiick toned paper, with red border lines, lOmo., cloth, 28. 6d. 
With Twelve Photographs, cloth, gilt edges, 5s. ; mor. los. 

Penny Edition. {Now ready. 



Htmns, Descriptive and Devotional, for the use 

of Schools. Royal 32mo. 2d. 

Moral Sonos, with Thirty-nine Vignette Illustra- 
tions. I Smo., wrapper, 6d.; cloth, is.; French morocco, 2a. 

Royal 32mo., wrapper, 3d. 

Illustrated. With Eighty-five engrav- 
ings on wood, from original drawings hy eminent artiste. 
Small 4to., cloth, gilt edges, 68. 
" Amongst the numeroos editions of poems which have been published as a 
kind of pretext for grouping tra^ether the choicest efforts of the wood-engraver's 
art, it may be safely affirmed that few, if any, have excelled this of Mrs. Alex- 
iscape and marine sketches by Wimperis, Boot, Leitch, and* 
Skelton are lovely. Altogether it is hardly possible to conceive a more bean 
resent."— CA«»rA ft 
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ander's. The landscape and marine sketches by Wimperis, Boot, Leitch, and 
areloi 
I present."- 
A volume of real beauty and exquisite taste."— Zftferary Ckurchman, 

Narrative HYxMNb for Village Schools. 3d. 

Set to Music for one or two voices, by A. F. 

Fcap. 4to., wrapper, 2s. fid. 

Poems on Subjects in the Old Testament. 

Parts I. and II., each 6d., wrapper. In one vol., cloth, is. 0d. 
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By the Rev. W. GBESLET, M.A. 

Fcap. 8T0., cloth. 

The Forest of Arden. A Tale illustratiye of the 

Engrlish Reformation. St. ; cheap edition, as. 
The author has here diligentiy endeavonred to wrtte on the Reformatioa 
without the spirit of partizanship, to describe things as they were. 

The Siege of Lichfield. A Tale illustrative of 

the Great Rebellion, ss. ; cheap edition, is. 8d. 
The narrative commences early in the year 1643, and carries us through the 
Great Rebellion, when England was convulsed with faction, showing the 
sufferings and miseries that attended it. 

Bernard Leslie. The Revival of Church Princi- 
ples in England. 3s. 
Bernard Leslie. Second Part. The Progress of 

the Church Movement. Ss. 

The Portrait of an Engush Churchman. A 

new and cheaper edition, as. fid. 
This is an attempt to paint the feelings, habits of thought, and mode of 
action which naturally flow from a sincere attachment to the system of belief 
and discipline of our Church. 

SoPHRON AND Neologus; or Common Sense Phi- 
losophy, ss. 

Holiday Tales. 16mo. 2s. 

CONTBNTS :— The Magical Watch, Mr. Bull and the Giant Atmodes, Old 
Pedro, Adventures of a Bee. 

TALES FOR CHORISTERS. 
In the Choir and Out of the Choir. 18mo., 

cloth, is. 
" It is one of the best, if not absolutely the best story for a Choristers' or a 
National School Library we have seen. We strongly urge all our friends to 
buy \V— Literary Chttrckman. 

Stories for Choristers. 18mo. 2s. 

The Two Surplices. By Ada Cambridge. 4d. 

The Island Choir; or, the Children of the Child 

Jesus. Third edition. 4d. 

Trebursate School ; or, the Power of Example. 6d. 
The Chorister's Fall. By the Author of " Trc- 

hursaye School.*' 4d. 

The Choristers of S. Mart's. A Legend, a.d. 

lUS. 4d. 

Little Walter, the Lame Chorister. 4d. 
The Singers. By the Rev. F. £. Paget. 4d. 
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By the Anthor of " The Chorister Brothers." 
AuLD Fernies' Son. Crown 8yo., cloth, 68. 

" The reader's interest is fully sustained from cover to cover, and if the story 
is not so exciting as a novel is expected to be, it is only because real life is 
more prosaic than wild imagination fancies it. It is a church story free from 
church cant."— CAmmcA Times. 

The Chorister Brothers. Fifth edition. Crown 

8vo., SB. 6d. 

" This is a thoroughly good book, and deserves a largely extended circle of 
readers. We give it our very high commendation."— CAtcfvA Times. 

" The storyts told with liveliness and simplicity, and we follow it with interest 
to the end. The manner is much more than tne matter in Hus sort of books, 
and in this instance the manner is very good." — Guardian. 

The Children of the Chapel. A Tale of the 

Times of Queen Elizabeth. Second Edition. Fcap. 8to. Ss. 

" A charmingly told tale. The author has the rare art of not only enlistii^ 
but retaininff tne sympathy of his readers."— /'Kd/u: Opinion. 
" The Children of the Chapel is an old favourite. We hope the present 

as it deserves, and as earlier 
man. 



generation of readers will appreciate it as highly 
readers undoubtedly Aid,"— Literary Churckma 

Mark Dennis ; or, the Engine-Driver. A Tale of 

the Railway. Second edition, ismo., 28. 

A Martyr Bishop, and other Verses. Fcap. 

8vo., doth, SB. 

" Contains some of the best sacred poetry we have read for some time. The 
poems are happy in conception, felicitously expressed, and admirable in tone." 



—Church Bei 
"One of the 
for some time, 
tained throughout."— y^An 



i best volumes of sacred poetry which have issued from the press 
. It is particularly worthy of notice that the high level is main- 
hout."— y*A#» BuU. 
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Abbey Lands. A Tale. By W. S. Rockstro. 

Fcap. 8vo. 58. 

" Wc must here take leave of the author, greatlv commending the high tone 
of principle and the devoted fervour with which his work is filled throughout. 
.... Tne book is interesting, gracefully written, and rich in true ana noble 
thoughts. "—Bcclesiastie. 

Archie's Ambition. A Tale. 18mo., cloth, Is. 

"A most exquisite story; and though of extreme pathos yet without un- 
reality or affectation. It has the warmest recommendation we can possibly 
ffive.— Literary Churchman. 

AviCE; or, a Page from the History of Imperial 

Rome. By E. F. Pollard. Fcap. 8vo. 98. 6d. 

•• A charming Uttie storr of early Christian faith and struggles under Caligula 
and Nero. The author has taken much pains with the work, and the result 
is the production of a most interesting book. In it will be found a delicious 
freshness that would make the reputation of a bigger book."— At^/ic Opinion. 
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The Apple Blossom ; or, a Mother's Legacy. By 

Onyx Titian. Fcap.svo. S8.6d. 

Adventures of Olaf Trtggveson, King of 

Norway. A Tale of the Tenth Century, showings how Chris- 
tianity was introdaced into Norway. By Bfrs. J. J. Reed. 
Fcap. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 
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Ben's Angel. By the Author of "Neddie's Care," 

&c. lOmo. 6d. 

The Birthday. A Tale. By the Author of 

** Gideon,** *' Josiah,** &c. Fifth edition. Fcap. Svo. Ss. 0d. 

This valuable present book, by a late Noble Lady, contains the account of 
the daUy life of tnrce or four young people, their failings and virtues. 

The Bishop's Little Daughter. A Tale for 

the Yoong^. Sixth edition. l8mo. 2s. 

Beatrice : a Tale of the Early Christians. By A. 

Bonus. l8mo. is. 6d. 

Baptismal Vaws; or, the Feast of S. Barnabas, 
ismo. is. 

Book of Church History, founded on the Rev. 

W. Palmer's " Ecclesiastical History.*' 5th edit. iSmo. is. 

Bethany, a Pilgrimage ; and Magdala, a Day by 

the Sea of Galilee. By the Rev. S. C. Malan, l^car of Broad- 
windsor, Dorset. Second edition. Fcap. Svo. is. 6d. 

"A graphic account of what Mr. Malan saw and felt. It will be of service 
to a large class of readers." — Clerical youmal. 

The Children of Kobe Lynn. By Selina Hancock. 

ISmo. 2s. 

" This is a capital collection of stories for readix^ in the nursery and school- 
room. Interesting and instructive at the same time, they cannot be too 
strongly recommended."— y^^An Bull. 

Chapters on Animals; or, Annie Grant's Play- 
mates. S2mo., cloth, is. 

Chapters ON Plants; or, Marion's Herbal. 32mo. 

cloth, is. 

Chapters on the Te Deum. By the author of 

** Earth's Many Voices." l6mo., cloth, Ss. 

A 3 
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The Child's New Lesson Book, or Stories for Little 

Readers. l6mo. is. ; cloth, is. 6d. 

Christmas Present for Children. From the 

German. l8mo. is. 

Gives a lively account of how Christmas-tide was spent by rich and poor, ia. 
the village of Weld ; and the lesson is taught that nches, if spent entirely on 
ourselves, will surely bring disappointment and vexation. 

Chronicles of S. Mary's; or, Tales of a Sister- 
hood. By S. D. N. Second edition. Crown 8vo., doth, 68. 

"The book before ns is not merely new, but it could not have been even 
invented as a fancy sketch by the most ims^rinative writer a veiy few ye^rs 
ago. And that because it deals with the now familiar work of Sisterhoods, 
and gives some glimpses into the inner ways of an English Convent. We have 
to thamk the author for some pleasant hours of reading, and most of those who 
follow our example will gain besides much information which we had gathered 
before in a more direct manner."— CAmtcA Times. 

Cressinqham; or, the Missionary. By Charlotte 
Priscilla Adams. Fcap. Svo. is. 

Conversations with Cousin Rachel. 4 Parts, 

in 1 vol. cloth, 2s. 6d. 

Cottage Homes ; or, Tales on the Ten Command- 
ments. By H. Yorke. With engraving^s. iSmo., cloth, 2s. 

Charity at Home. By the Author of " Working 

and Waiting." 18mo. 2s. 

" A pleasant and very profitable tale, showing how one member of a family, 
and that a girl, may ward off poverty and suffenng from the rest by persevering 
exertions 'and unsdfish principles." — Guardian. 



A Chronicle of Day by Day. By E. S. B. 

Sydney. Fcap. Svo. 58. 

The Church Catechism. With the Confirmation 

Service. Beautifolly illustrated by Jolrn Gilbert. Cheap 
edition, 6d. ; on tinted paper in cloth, gilt edges, is. 

The Churchman's Companion. A Monthly Maga- 
zine. 6d. 
First Series in 40 vols, cloth, published at 3s. 6d. each. Some 
of these volumes are out of print, those remaining are offered 
at is. per vol. 
Second Series, 6 vols, cloth, reduced to 2s. each, or Qs. the set. 
Third Series, enlarged, 22 vols., Svo., cl., reduced to 2s. 6d. each. 

or d&2. 2s. the set. 
Fourth Series, 6 vols., 8vo., cloth, 4s. each. 

The Coasts of Tyre and Sidon, a Narrative. By 

the Rev. S. C. Malan. Fcap. Svo. .is. 

" No one can follow Mr. Malan in his reverent and truthful description of 
these holy places, without feeling that the scenes have a life and reality im- 
parted to them that in our minds Uiey did not possess before."— -CAMrcAman'j 
Com^nioH. 
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Classical Tales and Legends. By the Rev. 

W. B. Flower. l8mo. as. } cheap edition, is. 

These tales are free translations from parts of Orid and other authors, and 
adapted to the minds of children. 

Conversations on the Histort of England, for 

the use of ChOdren. By C. A. B. Edited by the Rev. J. 
Baines. l8mo., 2s. 6d. 

Curiosities of Superstition and Sketches of 

SOME Unrbvbalbd Rblioions. ByW.H. Davenport Adams, 
anttior of " Heroes of the Cross,*' &c. Crown 8to., cloth, 5s.' 

Dbepdene Minster; or, Shadows and Sunshine. 

By Cecilia Mac Oreg^r. Fcap. 8vo. is. 6d. 

A Drop in the Ocean ; or, Short Legends and Fairy 

Tales. By Ag^aes and Bessie, is. 

East Headings from the History of England. 

For the use of Little Children. By Mary E. C. Moore. Edited 
by the Rev. M. W. Mayow, M.A. Second edition. l8mo. Ss. 

Ellen Merton ; or, the Pic-nic. By Mrs. Stone, 

author of *' God's Acre," "The Art of Needlework," ftc. 
l8mo. is. 6d. 

Esther Merle, and other Tales. By Mrs. F. Vidal, 

author of " Tales for the Bush,** &c. l8mo. is. 6d. 

CONTENTS:— John Salter: or, the Inconsiderate Marriage.— Three Neigh* 
boors ; or, the Envyiog of others, &c. 

Evening Meetings ; or, the Pastor among the Boys 

of his Flock. By C. M. S. Fcap. Svo. 2s. 

Fanny's Flowers; or, Fun for the Nursery. With 

several engravinc^s. is. j cloth gilt, is. 6d. 

The Fall of Crobsus: a Story from Herodotus. 

By the late Rev. W. Adams, author of "The Shadow of the 
Cross,'* " The Old Man's Home," &c. New edition. Fcap. 
Svo. 28. 6d. 

'* One of the most strildnKly told stories called from the annals of antiquity." 
—Chrir/ioH Retnembrancer. 

First Truths for the Little Ones. By Ellen 

Lipscomh. l8mo., cloth, is. 6d. 

Frederick Gordon, or the Storming of the Redan. 

By a Soldier's Daughter. Royal l8mo. is. 

A Tale of courage and perseverance of a young officer in the Crimean War, 
with an account of the founding of the Militairy Hospital at Netley near 
Southampton. 
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FONTNELL S. Chad. A Reminiscence. Grown 8vo., 

doth, 28. Od. 

Flowers and Feuit. For Little Children. 32mo. 

cloth, is. 

Gentle Influence; or. The Cousin's Visit. By 

Miss F. M. Levett. Second edition. 18mo. 18. 

The Giant-Slayers. By the Author of "Clevedon 

Cliime8," &c. iSmo., cloth, 28. 
Going Home. A Story. By F. G. W. Second 

edition. l8mo., cloth, is. 6d. 

Grace Alford ; or the Way of Unselfishness. By 

C. M. Smith. iSmo. is. 6d. 

Harry's Help. By Mrs. S. C. Rochat. Square 

lOmo. is. 

Henrietta's Wish. A Tale. By the Author of 

"The Heir of Reddyflie.*' Fifth edition. Fcap. Svo. 58. 

" We have seldom seen a book for the voung less exaggerated, or more true 
to aature. The gulf between good and bad is generalfy so wide that no child 
can ever aspire to being so saintlike as the one, or dread being so criminal as 
the other. * Henrietta's Wish' Is clear of these extremes."— ilf<9r»»^ Chronicle. 

" The characters, dial(^e, the tenderness and beauty of many of the scenes 
are remarkable ; the reahty and vigour of the conversations are delightful." — 
CkristioH Remembrancer. 

Higher Claims; or, Catherine Lewis the Sunday 

School Teacher. Edited by the Rev. R. Seymour, ismo. 
cloth, 18. 

Sets forth the great advantage that would accrue to the Church if the young 
persons of the middle classes were aroused to consider the full extent of her 
claims upon them, as well as on their superiors in wealth or station. 

Hilary S. Magna ; or, The Nearest Duty First. A 

Tale. Fcap. Sto. 48. 

Holiday Hours. By the Author of **The Little 

Comforters." 32mo., <doth« is. 

Holidays at S. Mary's ; or, Tales in a Sisterhood. 

By the Author of *' Chronicles of S. Mary*s.*' Second 
edition. l6mo. cloth, 2s. 6d. 

" The stories are all good and worthy of their author. The last is so clever, 
so original and bears a moral so valuable and yet so seldom enforced that we 
are specially anxious it should not escape oh&erra!don."— Literary Churchman. 

" A delightful volume. The last story is almost worthy of Tieck."— {/m^ 
Review. 

" There is pith in ' Holidays at S. Mary's.' The stories are both admirable 
and effective. —(rMartfum. 

4* 4* 
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The Holy Chubch thbouohout all the World. 

By the Rev. S. Fox. vsmo., cloth, it. 

Bang an account of the Church fivm the time of the Apostles to the present 
day, simply told for the use of youngs people. 

The Home at Heatherbeae. By the Author of 

" Ererley." Fcap. 8yo. si. fid. 

Home foe Christmas. 18mo., cloth, Is. 6d. 

" A tale of American Life full of pleasant writing andjrood teachinsf. The 
story carries you on with unflagging interest."— J?M!f/(xA CkurcAman. * 

Home Trials ; a Tale for the Middle Classes. By 

Mrs. Vidal. l8mo. 8i. 

" By no means unwordiy of Mrs. Vldal's pen Mrs. Vidal writes when 

she has something to say, and therefore for the most part says it well."— <r«Mr- 
didH. 

Hubert Neville. A Tale. By the Author of 

some of the *< Church Stories;" << Stories on the Festivals," 
&c. Fcap. Syo. is. 

Ion Lester. A Tale of True Friendship. ByC.H.H. 

Fcap. 8vo. 4s. 0d. 

A tale of one who, bom to riches and with every inducement to make this 
world his chief concern, yet devotes himself nobly to the good of his friends 
and people, and passes unhurt through aU the flattenr and luxury consequent 
on his position. 

Ivo AND Verena ; or, the Snowdrop. By the Au- 
thor of " Cousin RacheL" Eic^hth edition. l8mo., cloth, 9s. 

A tale of the conversion, life, and influence of an eariy convert to the Chris- 
tian Faith, in the countries of the North. 

IvoN. By the Author of " Aunt Agnes," and ** Is he 
Clever ?" Fcap. 8vo. 3s. 0d. 

KiNGSWORTH; or, the Aim of a Life. By C. R. 

Coleridge. Small 8vo., cloth, ss. 

Lessons for Little Children from the His- 
tory OF TBB CauHCH. Bj C. A. R. Is. 

"We have great pleasure in commending two little sets of 'Lessons for 
Uttle Children,' by C. A. R. . They are both written with much Judgment"— 
Church Times. 

A Life's Search. By E. S. B. Sydney. Fcap. 8vo., 

cloth, ss. 0d. 
"It often happens to us to be asked to name some good popular book set- 
ting forth the oangers of tampering with religious doubt. It very seldom hap- 
pens that we can nit upon the exact thing that te wanted, and we are therefore 
the more rejoiced at meeting with a really powerfully written book like ' A 
Life's Scaxcii.'"—Littreny ChMrchman. 
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The Little Comfobtebs, and other Tales. 32mo., 

doth, la. 

The Little Messmates. By the Rev. Frederick 

W. Mant, author of "The Midahipman; or. Twelve Tears 
Ago.** i8mo., 4d. 

Little Mabel. A True Story. By the Author of 

** The Birthday Wreath.'* iSmo., fid. ; doth, 9d. 

Loving Sebyice ; or, a Sister's Influence. By Eliza 
A. BayUss. Fcap. sro. as. 6d. 

Local Legends. By the Author of " Cecil Dean," 

&c. I0mo., doth, SB. od. 

CONTENTS:— The Lei^end of the Founder's Dreams.— A Leg^end of S. Os- 
mund's Piiory.— The Barons' Tryst. A L^ond of the " Roses."— The Last 
Cantihipe. A Legend of Queenhope Manor.— Funy Fallow ; or, the L^end 
of (Nd Court.— Irene. A Leg^end o< Sunshine. — Miss Mildred's Picnic ; or. die 
Legend of the Lake. 

The Lotal Heabt, and other Tales for Boys. 

Translated from the German. By Frances M. Wilbrahain. 
With £ng:raving8. Second edition. l8mo., as. 6d. cloth. 

The Loyal Heart— The Golden Locket— The Blind Boy ; or. Trust In FlUTi- 
dence— The Young Robinson Crusoe— "Thou shalt not Steal"— A Tale of 
S. Domingo. 

LucT AND Chbistian Wainwbight, and other 

Tales. By the Author of ''Aggesden Vicarage," "The 
Wynnes,** &c. Fcap. Svo., cloth, 3s. 6d. 

The Maiden Aunt's Tales. By S. M., author of 

" The Use of Sunshine," ** Nina," ftc. Fcap. Svo. ss. 6d. 

"The moral of the whole is the happy influence of such a frame of mind, 
sanctified by religion, on the less periect characters with which it is brought 
Into contact."— 5^Am SmU. 

Maby and Mildbed. a Tale for Girls. Edited by 

the Bey. Stair Dou^taa. Second edition, ismo., doth, ss. 

Showing in the life and friendship of two girls the error of acting on impulse 
without the aid of strict Christian principle. 

The Meeting in the Wildebness. An Imagi- 
nation, wherein Divine Love is set forth. By the Author of 
«The Divine Master.** is. 

Memoibs of an Abm-Chaib. Written by himself. 
Edited by the Author of *' Margaret Stouiton,** ** The Misshig 
Sovereigrn,** &c. Square l6mo. is. 
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Mercy Downer; or, Church and Chapel. 12mo., 

wrapper, fld. } cloth, 18. 

" We can recommend this as the very best story book for a parish or ser- 
vant's hall library that we have met wHb/'—Liigraty CAurcAman. 
" A grotesquely real sketch of Dissent and its frequent causes."— Af(0MM()r 

Minnie's Birthday, and other Stories for Children. 

By Marietta. With four Illostrations by Cuthbert Bede. 
Fcap. 8yo. St. 

Midsummer Holidays at Princes Green. By 

Mrs. Ecdei, author of " The Riches of Poverty.** l8mo. is. 
A Tale on the duties of youngr children to their aged relatives. 

My Birthday Eye. A Waking Dream. With or- 
namental borders, is. 0d. 

My Little Patient. A Tale of Hospital Life. 

Second Edition, ismo., fid. 

Neddie's Care; or, "Suffer the Little Children." 

With eigrht Illustrations. lOmo., cloth, is. 

The Noble Army of Martyrs. By the Rev. S. 

Fox. l8mo., cloth. Is. 

Containing short Lives of S. Stephen ; S. James ; S. Barnabas : S. Timothy ; 
S. Polycarp ; S. Ignatius ; S. Clement ; S. Irenaeus ; S. Dionystus ; S. Justin 
Martyr. Suited for a class-readii^ book. 

"Just the book for circulation among children or a Parochial Lending Li- 
brary: what we want in the Upper Classes of our National Schools."— iTf^/^A 
Revtew. 

Northwode Priory. A Tale, in Two Vols. By the 

Author of*' Everley.*' Fcap. 8vo. lOs. 0d. 

A Noble Aim. By Annie Thomas (Mrs. Pender 

Cudlip.) Published for the Benefit of the Devon House of 
Mercy. Fcap. 8vo., Is. 

"Extremely well told, by a writer at once graceful and refined."— £%t0M 
Xevtew. 

Old Betty ; a Sketch from Real Life. 18mo., 

doth, is. 

One Story by Two Authors ; or, a Tale without 

a Moral. By J. I., author of " A Rhyming Chronicle/* and 
F. M. L., author of "Gentle Influence,'* &c. Fcap. 8vo. 
3s. 0d. 

"Has the great merit ofbeing ordinal in the ideas it contains and the man- 
ner in which It is treated."— C/<r*ca/y0*rrmr/: 
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The Old Court House. A Tale. 18mo. Is. 
Parish Tales. Keprinted from the "Tales of a 

London Parish.*' In a packet, is. 0d. 

Contents :— Denis the B^[gar Boy; The Old Street Sweeper; Honor 
O'Keefe ; There's a Skeleton in every House ; Christian Flower's Story ; My 
Catechumens; The Hill-side Cottsu^e. 

Pearls Re-strung. Stories from the Apocrypha. 

By Mrs. H. S. Mackamess, author of " A Trap to Catch a Sun- 
beam/' &c. l6mo., cloth, 2s. 6d. 

Phcebe's Pool. A Story for Children. By Katharine 

D. Cioniish. With lUostrations. l6mo., cloth, 28. 0d. 

" A delig^htful children's story. Phoebe's Pool with its background of red 
cliff and bushes, interspersed with ragged robins and wild hyacinths, is a 
charming bit of scenery. With ' Puss in Boots' of the story we seem ourselTes 
to have &hed in \X."^AceuUmy. 

Rainbow Light. Seven Stories by A. E. M., 

author of " Sundays at Kingsmuir." i8mo., cloth, is. fid. 

Rainy Mornings with Aunt Mabel. 18mo., 

cloth, 28. 0d. 

An endeavour to inculcate in familiar and easy conversations a knowledge 
the early Christian Chur ' 
combs, and eariy missions. 



of the early Christian Church, its struggles and triumphs, including the Cata 
id I 



" Read me a Story." Stories for reading aload to 

Uttle children. By the Author of "The Conceited Pigr." Fifth 
edition, with three additional Stories, ismo., cloth, is. 6d. 

Robert and Ellen. 18mo., cloth, Is. 

" A tale told with more than average power. It is much beyond the common 
range of stories for parish V^x^Ats.— Guardian. 

The Root of the Matter ; or the Village Class. 

is.; cloth, is. 0d. 

Ruth Leyison; or Working and Waiting. Is. 
Savonarola, Scenes in the Life of. By C. M. P. 

iSmo., clothe 2s. 6d. 

Scenes of Suburban Life. By Anna B. F. Leigh 

Spencer, author of "The Co-Heiress of Willingham," &c. 
Fcap. Svo. 2s. 0d. 

" An entertaining and forcible sketch of mission work in a neglected London 
district. The tale ttself is full of interest, displaying the writers happy power 
of description and delineation of character."— 2/fff0» Review. 



4^- 



4^ 



4» 



78, New Bond Street. 



21 



Sermon Stories for Children's Services and 

HoMB Rbadinos. By the Rev. H. Honiman, author of 

** Readinn on the Psalms." Second Edition, with two new 

Tales. lOmo., cloth, 2s. 

"Having read the Easter Day Sermon story to a lar|;e congregation of 

children, we can speak from expoience of the interest exated by uiis touching 

alltt^ory, which appears to be the gem of the hook."—ChurcA Bells. 

"will be found very helpful in children's services, readings at school, and 
even in some of those Cottage Lectures which require to have some life and 
interest in them."— 7A« Guat^ian. 

Shadows and Realities. By Mrs. Chatto. Crown 

Syo., cloth, 4s. 6d. 

Sisters of Charity, and some Visits with them. 

Being Letters to a Friend in Engrland. Two Engravings, is. 

Sister Sue. By Ismay Thorn, author of "Bertie's 

Wanderings," "Pinafore Days,*' &c. With lUostrations. 
Small sto., cloth, 3s. 6d. 

"A prettily told story. It is interesting and is enlivened by anecdotes of 
child ufe at once amusing and pathetic. The whole is suited for children, 
written about them by one who understands thiexa."^Atkemeufn, 

Snow-bound in Cleeberrie Grange. A Christ- 
mas story. By 6. E. Roberts. Dedicated to John Raskin, 
Esq. as. 6d. 
" An attractive volume for the young, and not devoid of Instruction either." 
—Christian Retnembrancer. 

SoMERFORD Priory. By Cecilia Mac Gregor. Crown 

8vo. 28. 

Story of a Dream ; a Mother's Version of the olden 

Tale of ** Little Red Riding Hood," wherein that tale is made 
to bear a Christian lesson. l8mo. is. 

Stories for Choristers. 18mo., cloth, 2s. 

" One of the most suitable books we Icnow for a prize or present to a choir 
boy. One and all are thoroughly good and elevatmg ; and boys will be sure 
to like them."— Z.ii^ary Churchman. 

Stories for Boys. Four Series. 18mo., cloth, 

2s. each. 

Stories for Girls. Foar Series. ISmo., cloth, 

2s. each. 

Stories on the Commandments. The First Tahle: 

" My Duty towards God." By the Rev. H. Hill. ISmo., 
cloth. Is. 

Stories on the Commandments. The Second Tahle: 

"My Duty towards My Neighbonr." By W. S. Rockstro. 
l8mo., cloth. Is. 6d. 

The Two Parts in 1 vol. cloth, 2s. 
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Stobies of Genesis for the Little Ones. By 

Mary Cannter. i8mo., is. 0d. 

Stories and Lessons on the Festivals, Fasts, 

AND Saints' Days. SS books in a packet, 28. In 3 vols., 
cloth, SS. 

Stories of Christian Joy and Sorrow, or Home 

Tales. By the Rev. H. D. Pearson. l2mo., cloth, 28. 

Stories on the Beatitudes. By the Kev. O. F. 

Pearson. l8mo., cloth, is. 

Stories for Young Servants. By Anna Batler. 

Snd edit., with an additional Story. With engravinss. 2s. 6d . 

Sunday Walks and Talks ; or, Conversations on 

the Church Services. By the Author of ** The Root of the 
Matter; or, the Villas Class." l8mo., cloth, is. fid. 

Sylvester Enderby, the Poet. By Louis Sand, 

author of "The Voices of Christmas." Fcap. 8vo. is. 

"The story is full of interest itself, well and pleasantly told, but its value 
lies in the lessons it so forciUy teaches,— lessons of warning: on the one hand 
against the cares and riches of this world, and aeainst that philosophical scep- 
tidsm which so invariably creates an evil heart of unbelief."— CAt^rrA Review. 

Scholar's Nosegay. A series of Tales and Con- 
versations on Flowers, afimo., cloth, is. 

Scripture Reading Lessons for Little Chil- 

DRBN. By a Lady. With a Preface by the late Bishop 
Wilberforce. l6mo., cloth, 2s. 6d. 

Tabby's White Hyacinth; or, Easter Offerings. 

By the Author of " Neddie's Care," &c. i6mo., cloth, 28. 

Tales for the Bush. By Mrs. F. Vidal. Fifth 

edition. Fcap. Syo. ss. fid. 

Tales of Crowbridge Workhouse. By M. A. B. 

With a Preface by Lonisa Twining. l9mo. , cloth, Ss. 

" Great freshness and individuality distinguish these sketches. For those 
who like to study character there are many gentdne 'bits' true to nature, and 
wroi^ht up as nunutely as a 'Dutch cabinet picture. Ladies and gentlemen 
who do not wish always to read of life as a romance, and who are earnest 
enough in thought and in aim to wish to know the hard realMes of life, may 
perhaps find in this book means of osefnlness for which they will be thankfuL^' 
—Court journal. 
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Tales of My Duty towards My Neighbour. 

S2mo., IS. 
"Fourteen good stories for little children which cannot fail to be appreciated 
bjr those for whom they are intended."—- £^»^;w» Review. 

Tales of a London Parish, &c. By the Author 

of ** Tales of Kirkbeck.** Second edition, l8mo., as. 0d. 

" Reveals by the help of a skilful and powerful hand, directed by deep reli- 
gious earnestness, much of the sin, sorrow, the mental, moral, and spiritual 
darkness which London hides from the world's gaze. A book to be read and 
thought abo\xt"—lfett4i/'£H£:iand Conservatwe. 

Tales for Me to Read to Myself. With Twelve 

Engravingrs drawn by Macquoid. Srd Edition. l6mo. Ss. 6d. 

" These stories are intended to be put into the hands of little children, who, 
though only able to master very easy words, may yet be wishing to read to 
themselves. They were written to supply the want which is someumes felt, of 
a book sufficiently easv for this purpose, and yet more entertaining than the 
short sentences in spelling hooks."— -Pr^ace. 

" Is an excellent book, which will be found very acceptable to those for whose 
benefit it was published. It is simple, and attractive at the same time."— 
Unwn Review. 

"A delightful Uttle children's story-book."— CAm^cA Review. 

Tales of the Ancient British Church. New 

and cheaper edition, with an additional Tale. By the Yen. 
Archdeacon Evans, author of "The Rectory of Valehead," 
&c. l8mo. Se.6d. 

" We heartily welcome this new edition of these Tales, at less than half their 
original piAce. —Churchntau's Cemj^anion. 

Thinking for Oneself; or, an Adventure of the 

Carewes. Reprinted from "The Monthly Packet." l8mo., 
38. cloth. 

The Tower Builders, and The Two Merchants. 

6d. 

Trust. By the Author of ** Beginnings of Evil." 

ISmo. 2s. 

The Two Guardians ; or, Home in this World. By 

the Author of " The Heir of Redclyffe." Fifth edition. 
Crown 8vo. 68. 

" Nothing can be finer than the heroine ; an upright, truthful character, 
wanting in tact, and not at first free from grave faults, yet full of deep feeling 
and true religion; strongly consistent, winning her way and inspiring hearty 
affection by her goodness, real kindness, and entire honesty." — Christian Re- 
meittbyaftcer. 



Voices of Christmas. A Tale. By Louis Sand. 

With an illustration by Dalziel. Fcap. 8yo. 28. 

" We have seldom seen a Christmas book which appeared to us more tho- 
roughly successfuL A hearty, English tale, full of piquancy and interest, with 
considerable htmiour, in which an under-current of earnest feeling teaches one 
of the deepest truths of our tc^^j^otL,"'— Ecclesiastic. 
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A Village Stobt fob Village Maidens. In Three 

Parts. Susan, Esther, and Dorothy; or, the Three Starts in 
Life. 18mo., doth, ss. 6d. 

Voyage to the Fortunate Isles. Is. ; cloth Is. 6d. 

An Allq^ory of the sea of life with its waves and tides, ripples and storms, 
and each soul in a boat therein, with compass, sails, pilot, chart, Sk. 

Was it a Dream ? or, the Spirit of Evil-speaking — 

and Thb Nkw Chuhchyard; or. Whose will be the First 
Grave ? By the Author of "Amy Herbert." is. 0d.; paper,.ls. 

The Way through the Desert ; or, the Caravan. 

By the Right Rev. R. Milman, D.D., late Bishop of Calcutta. 
Fcap. 8vo. fid. ; cloth is. 
An AJlegory, showing how we should walk here to attain life eternal here- 
after. 

Westebleigh, and other Tales. By Mrs. G. J. 

Preston. Fcap. 8vo., cloth, 8s. 6d. 

What is Right comes Right. By F. M. Wil- 

braham, author of " The Loyal Heart, and other Tales." 

The Widow and her Son; and other Tales. 

Translated flrom the German. By the Rev. W. B. Flower. 
iSmo. 9s. 

The Wynnes; or, Many Men, Many Minds. A 

Tale of every-day life. By the Author of ** Aggesden Vicar- 
age," &c. Fcap. 8vo. 5s. 



BIOGRAPHY. 

Heroes of the Cross. A Series of Biographical 

studies of Saints. Martyrs, and Christian Pioneers. By W. H . 
Davenport Adams. Crown 8vo., cloth, 7s. 6d. 
" This is a handsome volume containing biographical sketches of men and 
women notable for their heroic conduct in the stn^gle to uphold the standard 
of the religion of CHRIST. Mr. Adams presents a fair and impartial picture 
of the heroes selected for delineation. A catholic tone pervades the whole 
book, and Mr. Adams has provided his readers with a valuable and worthy 
series of studies from the lives of great men and women."— C/tMrrA Times. 

Life of Dr. Allestree, Canon of Christ Church 

in 1 649 . By Bishop Fell. He lived during the Tumults in the 
reign of King Charles I. 3d. 

Life of Bishop Hacket. By Thomas Plume, D.D,, 

and edited with large additions and copious notes by Macken- 
zie E. C. Walcott, B.D. Fcap. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 

Life of Nicholas Ferrar, Citizen of London in 

1643. AbridgedfromtheMemoixof Dr.Peckard, 1790. ismo., 
cloth, ss. 
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Life of Sister Rosalie. By the Author of " Tales 

of Kirkbeck." Second Edition. Cloth, is. j cheap edition, 6d. 

Lives of Eminent English Divines. By the 

Rev. W. H. Teale. With Engravings, 58. ; or each Life sepa- 
rate, in paper covers. 

Life of Rishop Rull, 9d. Life of Dr. Hammond, is. 

Life of Jones of Nayland, is. 

Lives of Englishmen in Past Days. 

First Series : containing Horbert, Donne, Ken, Sanderson, fid. 
Second Series : Kettlewell, Hammond, Wilson, Mompesson, 

Rold. fld. 
Third Series : Walton, Wotton, Earl of Derby, Collingwood, 

Raffles, Exmoath. lOd. 
Fourth Series : Alfired the Great, Sir Thomas More, John 

Evelyn, is. 

In one volume, cloth, gilt, as. 6d. 

Memoir of Harriet Monsell, First Mother Su- 
perior of the House of Mercy, Clewer. Ry the Rev. T. T. 
Carter, M.A. With Portrait engraved on Steel by Stodart. 
Imperial i6mo., clotb, 6s. 

Memoir of A. P. Forbes, D.C.L., Bishop of Bre- 
chin, with a brief notice of his brother the Rev. George Hay 
Forbes. Crown 8vo., cloth. Is. 

Memoir of the Rev. R. A. Suckling, with Cor- 
respondence. By the late Rev. I. Williams. New edition. 
Fcap. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 

"A well defined picture of a Christian Clergyman living in these later days 
a life of faith, and having a marked influence on friends and acquaintances, as 
well as on those committed to his charge." — Guardian. 

Memoir of the Rev. H. Newland, M.A., Vicar 

of S. Marychurch, and Chaplain to the Bishop of Exeter. 
By the Rev. R. N. Shutte, Rector of S. Mary Steps, Exeter. 
Fcap. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

The Doctrine of the Cross. A Memorial of a 

Humble Follower of Christ. By the Author of ** Devotions 
for the Sick Room." 18mo. is. 

Memoir of John Aubone Cook, B.A., Vicar of 

South Benfleet and Rural Dean. By the Rev. W. E. Heygate, 

M.A. Is. 



Memorial of Elizabeth A- 



4d. 



Memorial of M. E. D. and G. E. D. Brief notes 

of a Christian life and very holy death. By T. B. P. 6d. 
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HYMNS AND POEMS FOR CHILDREN. 

By Mrs. G. F. ALEXANDER. 

SIXTY-THIRD EDITION. 

Hymns for Little Children. 18mo., 6d. ; clothes. 

School edition, 3d. > cloth, 6d. Penny edition (now ready.) 
Accompanyhig Tunes for ditto by Dr. Gaontlett. 3s. 0d. 

Moral Songs. With Thirty-nine Vignette lUas- 

trations. l8mo. 6d. ; cloth, is. School edition, 3d. 

Narrative Hymns for Village Schools. 18mo., 

wn^iper, 3d. 
Accompanying Tunes for ditto, 28. 0d. 

Poems on Subjects in the Old Testament. 

Parts I. and II., each 6d. wrapper. Complete in one vol. 
cloth, is. 6d. 

Hymns, Descriptive and Devotional; for the 

Use of Schools. 2d. 

By the Author of " The Daily Life of a Christian 

Child." 
Daily Life of the Christian Child : a Poem, in 

which the duties of each day in a child's life are set fortti. 
sd.in wrapper; cheap edition, wrapper, id. ; on a sheet, id. ; 
mounted on board, 6d. 

Verses for the Sundays and Holydays of the 

Christian Ybar. With eight illustrations. 2s. ; mo- 
rocco, 48. 

Verses for Christian Children on the Duties, 

Trials, and Trmftations op thbir Daily Livbs. Edited 
by the Rev. J. S. B. Monsell, LL.D., Rector of S. Nicholas', 
Guildford. Second edition. 0d. 

Seven Corporal Works of Mercy. In Verse. 

With Illustrations, fid. 

Seven Spiritual Works of Mercy. In Verse. 

Illustrated by Dalziel. 6d. 

The Ten Commandments, set in easy Verse, for 

Young Children to commit to memory. 6d. 

" ApplyinfiT the spiritual sense of the Commandments in simple verse."— 
Sngltsh Review. 
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The Children's Bread. Venes on the Holy Com- 

mnnion. id. 

The Baptismal Name, and The Flower Garden. 

6d. 



Hymns for Children. By the Rev. J. M. Neale, 

D.D. sd. each Series, or bound toi:ether, is. 

First Series : Hymns for the Days of the Week, Hours, and 
Holy Days. 

Second Series : Hymns for Special Occasions— Church Duties, 
Privile^s, and Festivals. 

Third Series : Hymns chiefly for the Saints* Days. 

Verses for Church Schools. By Rosa Raine. 

New and Enlarged edition. 6d. 

Htmns on the Catechism. By the Rev. Isaac 

WHliams, B.D. 6d., cloth is. 

Htmns for Infant Children; on Charch, School, 

Baptism, and Belief, &e. id. 
Accompanying Tones for ditto, by the Rev. J. B. Dykes, is. 

Verses for Children and the Child-like. By 

F. B. Weatherley, M.A., author of " Muriel," &c. 0d. 

Last Sleep of a Christian Child ; a Poem, show- 
ing how a Christian Child should meet death. 3d. in wrapper ; 
on a sheet, id. ; mounted on board, 0d. 

'* Very touchingly •written."— Eng^Iuh Review. 

Prose Htmn for Children. By the Rev. W. J. 

Jenkins, Rector of Fillingham. id., or 78. per lOO. 

The Grandfather's Christmas Stort. 6d. 



a true tale of a little boy who always kept in mind the SAVIOUR'S Love and 
Presence. 

" Simphr and touchii»ty told, in a strain likely to win the ear and heart of a 
yo\iD:ed^±''-SujrotMHef " 



mphri 

By the same author. 

The Mother's Easter Offering. 6d. 

a tale in Verse of GOD'S chasteniBj; hand in the death of young children, 
and the mother's submission. 

Old William ; or, the Longest Day. 6d. 

a tale in Verse of the good and unselfish use made by a little Girl of her 
money. 
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POETRY. 

Annuals and Perennials; or. Seed-time and 

Harvest. By C. M. Waring. Demy 8vo., beaotiAilly illus- 
trated by Macquoid. 6s. 

Veises for every Sunday In the Year, chiefly founded on the Collects, 
Annua/ in thcdr use. Perennial in their antiquity. 

The Altar. By the Rev. I. Williams, 6.D., author 

of the ** Cathedral." Pcap. 8vo. 28. 0d. 

This work consists of Meditations in Verse on the several parts of the 
Service for the Holy Conununion, applying^ them to correspondin^f parts of the 
Passion of our LORD. 

The Advent Collects Paraphrased in Verse. 

By the Rev. T. R. J. Laagrhame, M.A. is. 

Christmas Eye, and other Poems. By Mrs. Cuth- 

beit Orlebar. l8mo. is. 

Claudia: the Days of Martyrdom. A Tale. 

By A. M. Goodrich. Fcap. 8vo., cloth, Ss. fld. 

"Marked bv a devotional spirit,j^easant to read, and unaiiected. It con- 
tains a faithful picture of the early Oiurch and many of its customs, its tone of 
feeling, perils, cicts of heroism, and devotion to CKR.\ST"—Oj^ord Herald. 



Daily Hymns. A Volume of Poems. By the 

Venerable Archdeacon Evans, author of " Tales of the Ancient 
British Chorch." Fcap. Svo. ss. 0d. 

Echoes from Old Cornwall. By the B«v. R. S. 

Hawker. Crown Svo. as. 6d. 

Echoes of our Childhood. By the Author of 

''Everley/'&c. Fcap. 4to. as. 0d. 

"The prettiest book of nurseiy poems we have seen since the days of Jane 
Taylor's ever-memorable books. '^Af^nM^y Packet. 
"A volume of simple and pleasing ^exxs."— Guardian. 

Gifts and Light. Church Verses. By the Rev. 

A. M. Morgran. Fcap. Svo. Ss. 

Hymns of the Holy Feast. Square 24mo.y on 

tinted paper, and rubricated. 8d. 
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Hymns and Lyrics fob the Seasons and Saints' 

DATS OF TBI Chuech. By the Rev. G. Moultrie. Fcap. 
8yo. as. dd. 

** In Mr. Moultrie's ▼olume we have lighted upon an oasis In the desert. It is 
poetry, it is original poetry, and it is of very varied character."— Z,<firrary 
CAtttikmoH. 

" Full of refined thought and pure religious feeling."— f<etoMx/)v. 

" One of the best, if not, indeed, the very best volume of sacred poetry we 
have seen for some years."-^Awuton^ 

Hymns fob the Sick. By the Rev. J. M. Neale. 

(Id.; doth, IB. 

Intended to set before the ack and suffering some of those sources of "strong 
consolation" which it has pleased GOD to lay up for them. 

The Intermediate State. A Poem. Dedicated 

(with pennission flrom himself) to the late Aatiior of *' The 
Christiaii Year." Fcap. Svo. is. dd. 

Lyba Sanctobum; Lays for the Minor Festivals. 

Edited by the Rer. W. J. Deane. Fcap. 8yo. 8s. 6d. 

" We hail the appearance of such a book with pleasure : it is agreeably sig- 
nificant as to the progress of sacred poetry in our age. It Is a collection of 
historical ballads, designed for the most part to commemorate the stifferings 
and cdebrate the triumphs of those who were martyred ia the early ages of the 
Church. Many of the poems are singularly elegant and impressive. "—Morning 
Post. 

LayiS concebnino the Eably Chubch. By the 

Rev. J. F. Russell. Fcap. 8vo. is. 6d. 

CONTBNTS:— S. John's Torture: S. Ignatius; The Thundering Legion; The 
Martyr's Funeral ; The Council of Nice ; S. Ambrose, &c 

Lays of the Hebrews, and other Poems. By 

Mary Benn. lamo. ss. 

" There te a great deal of tone and spirit in Miss Benn's Lays of the Hebrews. 
The ' Grave of Saul' would be creditable to any one, and there are other poems 
equally striking and melodious."— GaMn/toM. 

A Martyr Bishop, and other Verses. By the 

Author of "The Chorister Brothers." Fcap. 8vo., cloth, ss. 

The Mabtybdom of S. Polycabp. By the Rev. 

6. Moultrie. Svo. is. 
Memobialia Cobdis: Sonnets and Miscellaneous 

Poems. By the Bev. C. I. Black. Fcap. Svo. ss. fid. 

CONTENTS:— To the Memory of W. Archer Butler; The Tomb of Swift; 
Famine of 1847 ; Rydal Mount ; The Redbreast in Church ; Gethsemane, &c 
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Medlsval Hymns, Sequences, and other Poems, 

translated by the Rev. J. M. Neale. Second Edition. 2i. 

The Nun of Enzklosterle ; a Legend of the 

Black Forest. By Mrs. T. Ogilvy, (nte Bosanqnet.) Ss. 0d. 

Poems. By the Rev. Claude Magnay. New edit. 

with additions. Fcap. 8yo. ss. 6d. 

Poems. By C. A. M. W. Post 8vo. 5s. 

PlETAS PUERILIS ; or. Childhood's Path to Heaven, 
and other Poems. By tiie Rey. A. Evans. 8vo. 2b. 6d. 

PlETAS Metbiga. By the late Rev. T. M. Hopkins, 

Incumbent of S. Saviour's, Faddington. Fcap. 8vo. as. 6d. 

Preparatives for Death. Being Selections from 

the Poems of Bishop Ken. l8mo. is. 

River Reeds. By the Author of " Beatrice." Fcap. 

8VO. 2s. 6d. 

SoNOS AND Ballads for Manufacturers. By 

the Rev. J. M. Neale. 3d. 

Sweet Songs for Mourning Mothers. Col- 
lected and arranged by Loigi, author of *' Nanta," " Legends 
of the Rhine for Children," &c. Small 8vo., (doth, Ss. 

The Sword, and the Cross. By the Rev. J. O. 

Dakeyne. Crown 8vo. Ss. 6d. 

•• Commend themselves to the reader more by thefar spiritual import, yet they 
are not wanting in passagres of considerable force and beauty."— ATorpftf^ Posh 

Sonnets and Verses, from Home and Parochial 

Life. By the Rev. H. K. Cornish. Fcap. 8vo. 2s. 0d. 

The Solitary ; or, a Lay from the West. With other 

Poems in English and Latin. ByMaryBenn. ismo. ss.6d. 

Verses for Church Schools. By Rosa Raine. 

New and enlarged edition, fld. 

THE JUVENILE ENGLISHMAN'S LIBRARY. 

l8mo. cloth. 

Tales of the Village Children. Ist Series. By 

the Rev. F. B. Paget. Ss. 

Tales of the Village Children. 2nd Series. By 

the Rev. F. £. Paget, ss. 

^ 4 
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The Hops of the Katzekopfb; or, the SorrowB 

of Selflthness. AFairyTttle. By the Rev. F. S. Paget. 2s. 

The Charcoal Burners ; a Story of the Rise of 

a young Artist. From the GormaD. is. od. 

Godfrey Dayenant; a Tale for Schoolboys. By 

the Rev. W. E. H«ygate. ss. 

Tales of Christian Heroism. By the Rev. J. M. 

Neale. 9s. 

Stories from Heathen Mythology, and Greek 

Histoht. By the Rey. J. M. Neale. as. 

Tales of Christian Endurance. By the B«v. 

J. M. Neale. Ss. 

The Manger of the Holy Night. A Sketch of 

the Chxistmas Festlyities and their attendant drcomstances, 
from the German. Ss. 

School Geography, with a Chapter on the Eccle- 
siastical Geography of Great Britain. By the Rey. H. Hop. 
wood. 28. 

JUVENILE ENGLISHMAN'S HISTORICAL 

LIBRARY. 

Edited bp the Rev. J. F, RueeeU, B.C.L, 

English History for Children. By the Rev. 

J. M. Neale. Ss. Limp cloth, is. 4d. 

History of Scotland. By the Rev. W. B. Flower. 

38. 

History of Ireland. Edited hy the Rev. T. K. 

Arnold, is. 6d. 

History of Rome. By the Rev. Samuel Fox. 2s. 
History of Greece. By the Rev. J. M. Neale. 

9S. 

History of Spain. By the Rev. B. G. Johns. 2s. 
History of Portugal. By the Rev. J. M. Neale. 

Ss. 

School Editions in limp cloth, is. each. 
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BOOKS AT 2d. EACH. 

Annanoale; or, the Danger of Self- Confidence. A 
Welsh Tale. 

The Boy Makttr. A Tale of Norwich, a.d. 1137. 

The Brotheb's Sacrifice; or, a Soldier's Gene- 
rosity Rewarded. By Miss Banbury. 

The Gat and her Kittens; a Fable on Disobe- 
dience and Mischief. 

The Child's Mission ; a True Tale of the influence 

of a very youngs and dyings Child in the Conversion of her 
mother firom Sin to Holiness. 

The Dumb Boy; showing how, though Dumb, he 

felt the influence of our Holy Religion. By Selina Bunbory. 

Edward Morris ; a Tale of Cottage Life. By the 

Rev. E. Monro. 

A Few Prayers and a Few Words about Prayer. 

By the Rev. F. £. Paget. 

How TO BE Useful and Happy; a Few Words of 

Advice, with Rules for a Young Person. By the Rev. F. E. 
Paget. 

I AM 80 Happy ; or, the Reward of Sorrow borne 

Religiously. By Miss Banbury. 

Little Stories for Little Children. 

CONTENTS :— The Little Herd Boy ; The Sensible Elephant ; The Starliiur; 
Sleep and Death ; The Wooden Leg ; The Flowers, the Field, and the Pearl. 

Lucy Ford ; or, Hearing the Story of a Pilgrimage 
to the Holy Land. 

Mary Wilson; or, Self-Denial. A Tale for May-Day. 

Minnie Haslem ; or, the Benefit of having Some- 
thing to do. 

Pattie Grahame ; or, School Trials, Learning, and 

Benefits. 

The Ravens; a Fairy Tale. By the Author of 
" The Conceited Pig." 

Rose Eglinton ; or. The Stolen Child. By the Rev. 
W. B. Flower. 

The Sprained Ancle; or, the Punishment of 

Forgetfolness. By the Author of < * The Conceited Pig." 

4* 4^ 
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TWOPENCE. 

Stoby of a Pbomise that was Kept. 

Stoby of a Pbimbose ; wherein is shown the Result 

of Disobedience to Parents, and a Lesson in Kindness is given. 

Tale of a Tobtoise, with its Adventures; and 

a Stort of King Alprbd thb Grkat. 

The Two Sheep ; a Lesson from the Adventures of 

an Brring or Stray Sheep. 

William Dale ; or, llie Lame Boy. 

BOOKS AT Sd. EACH. 

Anoels. By Mrs. Stone, author of "God's Acre." 

Daisy. By Selina Hancock. 

The Faiby Peba; or the Snowdrops. 

Glimpse of the Unseen. 

Sampson the Fishebman, and his Son. By Selina 

Bunbnry. 

S. Andbew's Day ; or, the Brother's Influence. By 

the Author of " The Sunbeam." 

The Thbeefold Pbomise and the Thbeefold 

Blbssing. 

Two Ghbistmas Eyes. 
The Dutiful Child. 

BOOKS AT 4d. EACH. 
By the Rev. J. M. NEALE, D.D. 

Ebick's Gbaye ; or. How a faithful Russian Servant 
laid down his life for his Master.— Thb Hblmsman of Lakb 
Erib ; a Tale of American Couraf^e in a Burning: Ship.— Thb 
Plagub of )606 AT Etam, in Derbyshire* and how it was met. 

The Dbeam of S. Pebpetua, a Martyr of Car- 
thage; and Thb Cross of Constantinb. 

The Siege of Nisibis, and how Sapor, King of 

Persia, and his Host were overthrown by the Faith of its 
Bishop; and, Thb Dbath of Julian, the Apostate Emperor, 
A.D. 863, the fearful Tale of one who renounced his Christian 
Faith. 

The Two Huts. An Allegory. 
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FOURPENCE. 

By the Bev. E. MONRO, M.A. 

The Railroad Boy; or. True Peace in Suffering. 
Annie's Graye ; or, More than Feeling required in 

True Religion. 

Robert Lee ; or, The Recruiting Party. 

Dick, the Haymaker. 

Walter, the Conyict. 

The Tale op a Cotton Gown. Manchester Life. 

By the ReY. F. E. PAGET, M.A. 
The Singers; or, a Story for Boys in a Country 

Church Choir. 

The Pancake Bell ; its Origin and Meaning. 

By the ReY. H. D. PEARSON. 
Hugh ; or, the Influence of Christian Art. 

Sibyl Marchant ; or, The Strengthening and Re- 
freshing of the Sonl under Trials. 

Little Ruth Gray ; or, the Effect of a Good Ex- 
ample even by a littie Child. 

Old Oliyer Dale. 



Annie's Cross ; or, « I wish I was God's Child." 

a Tale. 

Annie Merton ; or, the Child of Mercy. By Selina 

Hancock. 

4 4 
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FOURPENCE. 

Amy, the King's Dauohteb. 

A story of one who really fett and acted as a daughter of the Great King of 
hearen and earth. 

Autumn and Spring. 

Alice Pabbxb ; or, the Tea Drinking. By the Au- 
thor of " Sosan Carter/* &c. 

Bebeayement. a Fragment. 

The Boy Fbince of Mebcia. A Tale of the 

Heptarchy. 

The Chobistebs of S. Maby's. A Legend of 

Chrifltmas-tide, a.d. circa lUS. By W. B. Bockstro. 

The Chobisteb's Fall. 

A tale of a Chorister whose yanltr led him to fall, but who was enabled to 
r^oice in the illness which brought him to repentance. 

CoBNELlE ; or, Self- will. By Selina Hancock. 
The Cobneb-btone. An account of the Laying 

the Foundatlon-Btone of a Church. 

A Day's Misfobtunes, ob Tby Again; or, the 

Benefit of Perseverance and Good Temper. By the Rev . W. B. 
Flower. 

The Ebbob Cobbecteo; or, the Faithful Priest. 

By Henry Shirl^ Banbury. 

A story of the union between Saxons and Normans. 

Eve Godsmabke. By Selina Hancock. 

The Fatheb's Hope ; or, the Wanderer Returned. 

By the Author of " Going Abroad.'* 

The Fobsaken. 

Gabbiel's Dream and Waking. By the Author 

of "The Chamois Hunter," "The Cross-bearer," &c. 

Geobge Malings ; or, the Sunday Truant. By the 
Author of « Susan Carter/' " The Secret," "Old Betty," &c. 
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Published by J. Mastirs Sf Cb., 



FOURPENCE. 

Habold. a Ghost Story with a Moral. By the 
Author of " The Little Gardeners.'* 

Island Choib ; or, the Children of the Child Jesus. 
John Borton; or, a Word in Season. By Mrs. 

J. S. Henslow. 

KiTTY-ScRANNiNG. A Tale for London Boys. 

Legend of the Land of Flies. 

Legend of S. Chbistopher. 

Little Maby; or, the Captain's Gold Ring. By 

Selina Bunbnry. 

The Little Minebs ; a Fairy Tale of an Explosion 

in a Mine. By the Rev. W. Gresley. 

The Lost One Found. A true Story of the Bap- 
tism and Holy Death of a Yonngr Girl. 

Lily of the Valley. By F. B. 

The Little Messmates. By the Rev. F. W. Mant. 

Little Walteb, the Lame Chobisteb. 

A tale, to show the great importance of each one's indhridual example for 
good or for evil. 

My Dbeam. a true account of a Dream of the 

Heavenly Jerusalem, with the lesson of purity in heart, 
needed for all to see Gon. 

Memorial of Elizabeth A , 



Miss Peck's Adyentubes ; or, the folly of going 

out of our own sphere of Duty. By the Author of ' ' The Con- 
ceited Pig.»» 

Miss Chesteb's Wobk. By F. A. H. 

OuB Little Kathleen. By Selina Hancock. 

Pay Next Week. By Anna B. F. Leigh Spencer, 

author of " The Co-Heuress of WiUingham." 

Pebseyebange. a Tale for Working Girls. 



^ 



4^ 



4» 



78, New Bond Street. 



37 



4 



FOURPENCE. 

The Pride of Rose Lynn. By Selina Hancock. 

Rags and Tatters. By the Author of " Everley." 

' Ruth Digs y. By the Author of " Trevenan Court," 

The Secret ; a Tale of Christmas Decorations. 

By the Author of ** Susan Carter.'* 

Strength and Weakness. By Nona Bellairs. 

" A pretty story of Factory Life, exhibiting wKat may be done by kind and 
cealous ministerial watchfulness and superintendence."— C^rruu/ y<mmal. 

The Two Surplices. By Ada Cambridge. 
Upward and Onward. A Story for Girls. 
Willie Grant ; or, Honesty is the Best Policy. A 

Tale of the Fidelity and Reward of a Lad in very humble life. 

The Young Anglers of Vichy. By the Author 

of *' Willie Grant ; or, Honesty is the best Policy." 



♦w* 



BOOKS AT 6d. EACH. 
Ben's Angel. By the Author of "Neddie's Care," 

" Tiny PoUie's Ups and Downs," &c. 

Betty Corn well and her Grandchildren ; or, 

the Path of Obedience. 

Bishop's Visit. By the Author of the "Bishop's 

LitUe Daughter." 

Charley's Trip to the Black Mountain. 
Charlotte Drew's Pinch. 

a tale for little ^xis, on the fatal effects of the first step in disobedience to 
parents, and of choosing bad companions at schooL 

Easy Tales for Little Children. With En- 
gravings, and in Large Type. 

John's Disobedience ; Fanny's Birthday ; Little Mary's Fall ; Susan's Cross 
Behaviour ; The Lost Child ; The Tom Frock ; &c. 

Edna Grant ; or. Never Lonely. 



•4* 



4* ^ 

38 Publi9h§d by /. Matiert 8f Co., 

SIXPENCE. 

Ellen Ashton ; or, the Light of Chbist's Love. 

By C. H. M. 

The Foundling; a Tale of the Times of S. Vincent . 

de Paul. 

The Force of Habit ; or, the Story of Widow 

Monger. By F. C. hetroj, 

Geobge Fosteb, the Page. By the Author of 

" Saisimah." 

Geobge Tubneb, the London Appbentice; or« 

'TiB Good to be Honest and True. 

HoNOB Delafont ; a true Tale of a Mother's Prayer, 

and its Answer. By the Author of " Sansetting^.*' 

Joey ; or, the Story of an Old Coat. By the Rev. 

£. Monro. 

Joy in Duty. By the Author of « The Master of 

Churchill Abbots, and his little Friends/' and " Play and 
Earnest." 

The King's Gabden. An Allegory. 

Legend of Golden Wateb. 

Little Stobies fob Little Childben. With 

EngravuigSy and in large Type. 

Maby Mansfield; or, the Life and Trials of a 

Country Girl. 

Mebgy Downeb ; or Church and Chapel. Wrapper. 
The Mibbobs ; a Story for Children. 

A story of a little Girl, who was taug^ht by our LORD'S parables to see things 
eternal, of which all thinfifs here are but the pictures or emblems. 

Millie's Joubnal. Edited by the Author of "Gentle 

Influence.*' 



Is the plain anvandshed NarratiTe, or Journal, of a younff and well edu 
_ated English GirU who accompanied her family into the Far Wi 
lUinois. U.S. 



Gated English Girl, who accompanied her family into the Far West, Macomb, 
lUinois. U.S. 

Midsummeb Eye. By the Rev. E. Monro. 

A tale of the fidelity of a young girl to the di 
her influence for good on the father and others. 



A tale of the fidelity of a young girl to the daughter of her mistress, and of 
do " 
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BIXPENCE. 

MiLLY Wheeler. By the Author of ** Amy Wilson. 



if 



My Little Patient. A Tale of Hospital Life. 

Second Edition. 

Nanny : a Sequel to "Harry and Archie." By the 
Rev. E. Monro. 

Nelly Upton's Trials ; or, The Hidden Path. By 

the Aathor of" Strength and Weakness/' &c. 

Never Too Late to Mend; or, the Two Fortune 

T^era. By the Aathor of « WiUie Grant." 

A tale for village girls, of encouragement to persevere In the course of true 
reUgion, and to fiidm that the best way to be useful and happy. 

The Neglected Opportunity. 

Nine Shillings a Week; or. How Bachel Down 

kept House. ' 

Nurse Amy. 

An Old Woman's Story ; or, Trust in Trial. By 

Nona Bellairs. 

The Path of Life. By the Author of the •* Seven 

Corporal Works of Mercy." 

Petek Noble the Royalist. An Historical Tale 

of thel/thCentoiy. Bythe Aathorof "The Apple Blossom." 

Phiup Bezant ; or, Is Revenge Sweet P By the 

Author of " Likes and DLsUkes." 

The Post-office Window; being a Tale of the 

Nigrht School. By the Author of " Likes and DisUkes." 

Ready and Desirous; or, A Lent's Lessons. Se- 
cond Sditicm. 

Recollections of a Soldier's Widow. 

A true tale; related as told bv the Widow herself. She followed the for- 
tunes of the aSth Regiment for ewven years of fatigue, danger, and death, at 
Copenhagen, Corunna, and Barossa. 

The Seven Corporal Works of Mercy. In a 

Packet, or cloth. 

The Seven Spiritual Works of Mercy. Cloth. 
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SIXPENCE. 

The Shepherds of Bethlehem: a Story of the 

Nativity of our Lord. 

Sister's Care ; or, How a very young girl took care 

of her little orphan sister. By the Aathor of " AAchaei the 
Chorister." 

Stories on the Lord's Prayer. By the Author 

of"AmyHerbert.»' 

Susan Spellman : a Tale of the Trials she met with 

in the Silk Mills at Horton. 

Sunset Reverie; an Allegory: in which Mirth 

and Earnest pass throngh the trials of this world. 

Sunsetting ; or, Old Age in its Glory. A story of 

happiness, peace, and contentment. 

Trebursate School ; or, the Power of Example. 

A Story for Choristers and Schoolboys. 

The Two Birthdays, and other Tales. A packet 

of Six Reward Books. By the Author of '* Harold, a Ghost 
Story with a Moral." 

The Twins. A Tale of Warning to Boys ; showing 

the misery caused by giving way to angry and unkind temper. 

The Two Friends; or, Charley's Escape. 

A tale of the influence of a good companion, and the warning of his sudden 
death. 

The Vicar's Guest. By Ada Cambridge. 
Willie Collins and the Pony Frosty. By 

B. B. B. 

Young Churchman's Alphabet. The leading 

events of our Lord's Life, illustrftted in verse, with an 
engraving to each letter. 

The Young Soldiers, or, the Double Birthday; 

and other Tales. In a Packet, or cloth. 



Printed by J. MASTxas aiid Co., Albion Bniliiiiiifii, Bartholomew Close, E.G. 

r 

^ — ♦l^ 



v>. 



. • 1 . 



.} 



\. ■ 



■ '.' 



■:'v • ; '' • 






■••.*.■• ■••.I-"' '■■•,■.•■' ■'•.•.•■ '\-/ ■..■■■ 
• I,, • \,!; ' {,/. • } .; » ;.,.. • ...,■. • 



\V 









if » f'\ » .• •. • ''*'» • /*h f /'', • '''.. 



} • Vy • "') • ^ '•' • '.')'■ • "•''' • ^'; ' '''* • ■''■ " •'*) ■ '•'' * 

•1} * '''• " \'i * \* ' *• '*• • i'!* ' ^') • ^ } * ■ / • ,') • 

'> • '"'}' « ''■■ • i' • V' • I 

•, / ■. .•'''"•, .•■ ''■•- .•■ " ■" ■' ' 

■»' t V'J • Vj: ' V> • <!>' • ','> • K' * \> • 

■}■ . >'<' . .••). • 'f'; . >'i . X'i • >')■ « V") < V\ • >•> . '■' 

. '. t '■■\ « 'f'\ • :"'. • '''\ • i"' • •■■■• • <'■•' • ■■'■• • ■^''- • i'' • •'>' • '':• • J"'- • •'•■ • V^ • ''•* • •■'> • .'■ • " 

,» 4, ,'■*. •*, 4 ('. ,*•'■ 4*. .'l'» 4* ' 4* • 4 '4 ' 4 •*» • 4*1*4 ,* * 't ** 4 4'4'4 ^4*4 '* 

>■■■ . ■'■." . '.■••.' . '.•■■'. . ':'• . ^•.' . j'l . ■.''•-■ . >'■. . ..-'i . l\ . -•••- • ^ > • '{'j • -'X • <>■ • '' • 

• ' ■. • • '4 ' *• 4 4 "" '. 

• ^**4 t i > • 4_*'. • i') f /' 



1 



• . I 



o 



< » \ I 



■ .' V • 



• 4 \ • 



I 4* I • 



•I •■4 



•.;> • y/ • 0. ' y( • >!;. • y.K • ji>4 



*. • »*. , •'> • '■> < > 



>■-, . '/'< • V; • ;';. • ■;';. 



]'\ I V'\ • j'y I '/'v. • '<'i ♦ •;')* • I'J * ■!'* * v'r 

'•4' \«, «4 ■ 4,4 1,4 .. . .J , 

• . ^ • t 7 \. • 4 V. • ./ J • '4 • 4 '4 ff 4 \ • 

44' • ', >•', •l*. ,'l' ,'4". *4 4 ,4,' 



.44" l4, -, ,- -,», ^(, • •, 

,•»■• . , .'•■, ,•••• ••'• .'• ••*• •'»'■ 

' '• . '1 .' • t" '• .' '• • '.* • '• •' 

• '.'} • V? • v> ■ y.i. ' V.': ' Cf. • :0. 



• ' . • 



* *- * * • ."■ * '■ i • \ * • I." • » * • "! J • ! ) ' 

• •**'• • / ' • . *■ • Ik t l*\ f • > • ^*\. ■ f ', • 

'.- 4 . 4 • , -4 -4 ... '.'.'. "-! X' ) .. 

y.\ ' .'!'■ • ; >! • ■.v-4 ' yi ' y.': ' yx • .0 * y.i • .■•■' • y.>: • y>: • ;s"' 

.x^ ' y,'. ' '••■. ' y.i • y.\ * ;•!•• • y.\ • .C\ * y-. * 4^.\ • .i."'. * y.'. * '!• 



>••. 



.*»'4 4*4 4 4'4'4 *4*4 4 4 '4 4 •* 4 » 4 4 ' ' 4', 

> ';'' t ■<'"■ • '^'i • '•' • •"'> • "'*> ' V: ' V'" • '.'' ' 

.■'■: •"''. ,•■"'■•4 ,•"'■4 •■"■. '' '•. 4*" •. • ' ■• ••■'4 

>■■' . /'O . I'*.'. • .■';' • ;'V f >'• • "!'•' t '■■; 4. ■• . ■•' 

■J"' * *!!/ • iJ. • \> • '4 .' ' ^ 



.*•• 



M4' 



'.) 



•\ " .•■.'.. 



I 



y.'i. ' y.'i ' y\ • •;.';•. • yj • yx • ;;>. • vx • >,■>■ • y,i • '<.'>! • c • y,\ •;■.">'■••!• 

• .'< • •!';. • 'i'l • ?'!• • '.' • {'■• • i'i • <'"• » "'"•• • ^'■. • ■''■■ • i'* • -''i • V' • I'i • '{'.■ • •;'4* • v". • '4 • 

. . •*• 4' * *. .. ' 4* 4 4* . 4' * *. .... ,.*• ' .' ''.4 .*''*•. 4* ' '4 .•'' * 4 '*'. 4*' I '4 . '*. ,*'' . "4 *'* 

• • yx. ' yx. ' ''X. ' ••••! ' ;••'. • 4^.''*' * yx ' ;'•' * .'.A • yx ' yX: • '•x, • >,">. • .0. * /v*. * yx, * yy. * ••. ■ ' ■ ■ 

.-' %•»' * '•*■ 'l'« ^"l '••' '•.' V'.' '. ' *••' *»•»' '■*!' '•'• \^t' '»*■ \'l' »•■ '•'» 

• • . • { ; • ' » • / . ff .' ; « ? > • { * • -i _• t ? V • .' . t » V • ( > • { '• • { 5- • ? 1 • {/••■*? • ■ / • ■ » • 

• • •% ■. • ■ t ■ • •'' • • • t » » • ' • • • . • •'»•. r'j' ••. . .•!'« •'l'» ,*!% • I • . ' ■ « > • • ' 

', ' •, .• ', , », ,' ', .• ', , ', .' ' *. .* '. 1' '1 .' •. .' '. .• » • . . '. •• \ . •- ." . .' '. ' 

• "I ■ • • ' • • •' •'?'• » • • '• •• •'•*• » • *» » i • •' '• • * • • ( ■ • " • • • • » •* 1 • 

■■ * yi''. ' }'•'' ' y' ' ^■' ' y-: ' yx * y^ • 'y( * >*•■ ■ y-'- * ^■' * ^•••' * yx • ^^^ • '^i'^ • yx * /i^: • yx, • '■ . • 

"!.!" .^l^; • yi • )!>:. • y(, ' yx. • ^!a • yx • '^jv • Kk • i«!>,| • ;-!j:| ' yX: ' y\ • yx. ■ [4''- 
;^\ ■ yK ' yy. ' yx. • yx. • );( • yx, • ^j;- • );( • y.K. * ;\'| • yy. ' yi( * ^-^ • yx • )'a. 
• '-'x. ■ )!>| • )!>• • 'y\ • y\ ' y,!., • yi • ^j^^ • yxj, • •>!>■ • yy, • .^li.' • ^^ij. • yx.-. • '':■^ 

■i > • •' ;•■ • •.",■ • '.': • •.''!■ » {';• • •!"> • ;'>' • •"'■■ • Yi • Vy • ''>• • ••'"> • Vi- • "{'> • <'/ • V^ • i':-' • •■'• 

■ -••- -•■• '-•- •-■- ••' •■* »• -• •-• ■-• •(' ?*»S •!• •!» ■>• '• •'»*• •• 



:'X ' y\ ' i'X. ' '■'•: 

' yx. ' yX: ' y,- • '^ 
yx. ' yy, ' yx. • yx. • y 













• J'X, • .y'':. 



'{".'■ • 'X ' '•'','} • I,; • >■)}• • t'4^'' • I'l • V>'- * V: • V> • ■•:',' • ■'•.'.' 



"'.f. 



y''. ' P: ' yy * .'^'x • P: • .'•" 



••• • ,■ S- t •: V t ./ ; 



.... ,. 4- ■• • ' ■ • ' • 4' ■• ■' • ■ 4 4 •• ■■ •' ■ 4* I ■• 4* '- • ." • 4* '. ••'•• >• ' ■ 4 • •'• " 4* 

• V' ' V't • '.'} • -Vr • ('> • ■•''!•" • Vi- • ■'.'') ' '<"': • '^'■•' • i'x' • V^' • -V)- • ■''''} • •.'j' • T) • *''•' • -'j' • 'i': • ■'' 

.. I .. ,•'•4 .• • "4 .• ! -4 . 1 •. .•■••. ,• • • , ■ ■, .• ■ • .•■■■•, ,. I -4 .••■•. .•'•. .■'' 'i 4- •■4 4''l "4 .■'■■4 .■ ■ 4 .•'•• .' ■ 

••;.. , {•; . yi , :\ . .\\: , Vj . !>^' , ,/'j.' , '>'■:' . ':•■{ . ':,■■:. . ';'{. . V-;." , Y} • V> • \i • \'> • '•"'> • Vj' • :'/■ • 

• 4 »• '4 4. 4 4 [4 .'4 .' * '. ,'4 '4 'I'. • f '. 4*4 ' ' ., . * '. • * ', .' ■ •• t 4 • '4 * .4 ■ 4» *. 

■>'< . >••.■ > >•>. . >'>■ t lv>' t >'>■ • '■''■' • '■> • V' > ">' 

.•■■. .■■••. .• ' ■, .■'•. .••■4 ••f. ,•"•. ■•'■. .•'■■ 4 -4 



t -4 » t .4 \ • 



.. ' -4 .. I •. 



'•.'' • Ki ' -y.y ' yx ' --X • y'l 



4* 1 4 4- ' 



• y'._ • y\\ ' yi; • p., • )X, • yx:. • ,yx. • /:>; • '.o.. • >>. • )x., • y*:, • ,yi • ,yi. • p.. • yx. • .jtx • yx. • )!^ • >■'. • 

4 '4 4 "4 4* '4 4' I 4' '4 4'" 4 .' '4 .• . *' '. 4 ' '4 4' ' 4''4*'4 4'' '4 .* '4 • 4''**'4 •''' '4 4"' '. ."' - 

■ ..■:, ' p. ' y\ ' p.\ ' y./. • p: • yx. ' yx. • jii^ • p • yx' • y.( • p • y( • y.( • y,( • yx^, * s^ ' .■"'^ • ";•! • 



*. * yK ' .':■■■'■. ' yy * .^i\ ' .xk * ^'^; • '>y • .^iv • .^'^ • yx-. • :^i( * .yy 



•: ' yx. ' .yy * y^. • ;^i\ * yy. • ^^ • .yy * 4^-^ * ^i*. * sk * ^.^ * yx • ^^ * ,^^4 ' yy. * ^i'^. * yy * .^-x • .^•'. ■ 

' ^\ ' p'.. ' yx, ' y.i, ' yx. • yy. • ]^!< • yy, • j^;*. ? p. • ):( • ;<:i • p^ • "i:!^^ • yy. • )!( • );>, • yy, • /Ij.^ • p 

'': ' )•'•; ' )•( ' p. ' yy. ' p. " )'\ ' )•( ' y.K • yx. • y(. • -'^ • yji' ^y- * )'^ * x^^ * )•( ' )■( * }y * ^•^' * 



■ ' • ■4''*4 t y\ » ./*4 • ■4" •. » .!*\ 

■ '•. .• ; .''"•''; .•■'■• •''■■. • ' 

• '•';.' t >'i 1 >'j t >'V. • s'\ • ./ 

.■ •. 4- : • 4- • '4 ,• '■■, 4'i'.. * 

• '."■■. • p, • p., ' yy, ' P, ' p 

'■■ '., ' ..•.'>.. ' yx. ' yx.; ' y.i; • yx. • 

* '!". * '.'•■■ • •".' • ■<,'■■' • ^.'!• • •;';•• 

• '. • P ' ■:.'■• • V} • p- • '•*' 



'•./■ 



4 f • :.) • 




4*1 4^ 4*(".^ ,4' V •' * .4 ' •. ,' ( 

• yy. ' p., • •<;( • p':, ' );^. • )ic • 

y ' y('''P. •')•( •/•{• '^' 

( • yy.. ' yy. * )!'. • )' 

yy, ' )!!^ ' yi:. ' yy 

■p. ' 'yy. ' P ' 'yx. • 

• yi • p ' yy. ' P 



. • •' . , 






• •• • 



! : • 






. '■>■•.•■' . ';••■.■' . "■> 









. v-v . 'y< 



\ 



' ^:i 






<) 



», *■•. . 



'•.'. 






•;>. • P: ' P 



•■"''■• ,• • .••"''■•. .•"■■• .•■"'•. •■ •, .■ ' ■. .■ ■ .•■'' ■. .' •. • ". 



'X ' '■•\ ' P: ' P-. ' )•■• ' P 



.1 

1 



!^?. • >:> 



.• V 



>' ' P_ • p._ ' yx, ' p._ ' p, ' p, • p> ' p., • p. ' y.\ ' p, '.'■'.' 



S,' 



\ ■. 



.••• .•••. /■•. .<>' .'.'. 






XI • .0. 



' : • 



J!) • P. ' X-: 



■f.'.i. • p., ' '•':. ' y.>., ' p., ' .••'v " .a'5; 



. • ;' • 



> • /Ij!' • P 



%'.'. • ii> • ■!'> • Vi • !';• • i'"-' « ';';■'■ • 






yi. ' s. ' ',t. ' .V. * 



,1 









O 



> • i J • i '.• • 



\.' 



• v.f. • 



. .^ \ t 



1. • ? '• » .' 






; » ( > . 



. •'•_ .*!' .*•% .•»*• '"'i ••r't 'j'» -'»•- -•• - -*• - -•• - «*- •' 



"Vv* . V'.; . 



• . ■ ; . 






' . ■' ' -I'! * /'■. ' P': ' P'. ' P. ' P-. ' ••( ' P'. ' P'. ' P. ' P ' )'V * P. ' P. ' P: 

•'. ' •"■'•■•. ' XX ' .•'.': ' y>. ' :•',>, ' y,-'. ' :'',t, ' .;,">. • y.y • .0._ ■ ;!; 

• ♦ • •''; • *'i t •'■. • • *. • {*v • ;'\ ■ ;*\ I .x'v. « V'., • '/'\ t 

. •• ■ •■ .• '. .•''■. .■'■ . .• . ."'''*. l' ■. ,•*•'". .•.'■. ,•'■•• .•'■'. ,■'•''• ."''■. ■•'I'". .''"'. .- 

•■ ' •!•, • ;"'> * '•'.': ' '.'i • y.'f. • V". • .<.■> • y.f • ;,|>, • '\X ' y.'K ' •'•,•! • ;•.'< • .''.''' • yi '• y.i ' 

'•■■.' P: ' p. ' )■( ' x\ ' p. ' p. ' p. ' y\ ' p. ' p. ' )'( • yy. * yy. • )•<. • yy. • yy. 



•i*. •■'. -••*. •••. -•«•. >.*. ■« 






'!>, ' y.'f. ' yy. • y.i. 



)'■ 



>*>'. • y) • >;> • >|v • /'J • Yy - '.; > • i*y • .;|j. » >*;." • ('> • •; } . \*\ • *[> • ■<'> • > ' 



» '1 ' Vy * w ' ■{'• • 

" * /■'•. ■ y'\ ' p'; ' y^ ' p. ' p. ' p': ' y-\ * p-. * y 
.' • yi • '<.'>•' • t."}' • 



.■i'._ .'f*.. ,■''», •'• • •' ■ • • ', ••■ • •. •» ' ', ' • ' », ■ • ', .* ' '. .' '. . 

') t >'v • J'V . >'.' • '.-S. • '>■;' . '.'■: I '/'<■ « V'.' « >'•.' . .>'V ) >'■.' • ('}' I V'v . • # 



.• ■". .• ■•. .■■''■. 

P ' P ' y> ' ■■':> 



•\ , -l . 



: ' yi ' P. ' O: • ;<;>, • yi; * y,i, ' p'., ' p. ' Xi ' /' 

p_ ' yy ' P. ' );( • PI ' yy, • yx • yy • .^iv • yy. • 

■"'*■•. .■'"'. .•■''"'' .•■''''". •'''*'•. .•■'"'■•. .•■'■■. ." '. ,•■'■•. 
V} . yy , i'-j. , .'"j I >'). . >'i' . /'.' I j'j I >';.■ . .■•>■ . 



.. ■ • <.'?■ ' yi ' yy ' .,i ' yi- • Vi- • •{'> • yy ' 'i'y • •;'> • ■•!';• » v.'5 • y'r • *'}■ • '..'?• • •{,'> * X/ ' V.> • ".!> • V' 

• ;".■ • '{'!■'• • '.') • '.': • -c's" ■ -i'^ • '>'>" • '{*■• • Vy • •■■'• • 'i'^- • •■'■' • '■')' • A'y • '•'>' • "<'>• • ''*> • \'/- • *'^' • ''< • 
. ' ••. ,•'••, ,••'■■ .< ' •. •• ' •. •••'■■ •'" •• ••'■•• . •• ■'■■'■• .' •. /'"'• •■■'.■ .''^- •' '. r'T '• .•• ' • ■ •■ • •'• .>■ ' , 

•-. • i'i • <■)■ I >';.' • y-.. . (•;'. t ■>';■ . Vi- • -i'V • i'i t '>'•.'. . <■}■ . •>'}. . >■> • Vi • '.'} • r> • *'5 • *'i • •;'; • •* 

• y.y • y.y • p, • yy • P_ • yy • p'^ • ;;!>■ • P^ • ;,( • P^ • yy • P^ • );( • yy • yy • )!( • V( • p_ • );( ■ 

. . • ") • •';'>' • ■'•'>' • -V^ • "''• • V: • ■'•'y • •'"/ » ■''>' i \''> ' ■•''> • '''"> • '''j- • ■"'> • ''> • i*}' • <'■■ • '*> • V' • <' 

' yy,, ' .x>; • yy • p[ • p, • p^ • );( • p • 'i y • p^ • yy, • p, • y( • p. * p, • )!ii; • )i( • p, • );>' • ) -'. • 

■ •■ ' y.\ ' y.i ' y.i' • Xi ■ y-' * ^'•■ ■ P • ■'> • ' ■ • '*; • yy • P • p • ■*.':• • v>' • \'> • y^ • •'." • •; ■ • ''. 



,' • "li • >_'j' > >'j' . .-';. . ;'^ . ■;')■ i >•_, , >"■,' , .>'j 



V; 



' v> • yi. 



>'<. 



.-*''•. .••!•. .■'••. .•■•. 



• ■'. • V> • ;"> • Vi ' ■<"> ' V* • ••> • •.''• • '.') • •:'>' • v'> • •;■> • *"> « ■•'> • •:'> • Vi • *'> • Vi • :';• • '.'■• • 

'. ' ^P. ' P. ' yy ' yy, * yy. * p. * yy. * yy. * p. * p- • ^-^ * p • /-^ ■ "^-^ • yy * ;j'v • p, * /•^ * .'i^ ' y 
■ ■' \ ■ )•( * yy. ' p. ' yy. • :^-\ * )■( * yy. • y.\ * p. • ^i( * yypxL^^. • -*•. • )*c * )•( * /( * yy ' ^•'^ ■ 



..;>.. • p., • •<:>. • yy •?:>.• i 
■ ., ' p._ ' y( ' p. ' p. • py ' y. 
' .. '.. ' p'. ' yy ' yi • .vi, * ■> 
■. . ' .•''.. ' yi ' y'l: ' y.i * y.i ' 

' * • * ■*'} • V'i ' 'Vy ■ V'! • \**" •! 

' ;•! • yy. ' P • y.i • y\ • :*] 

• ■ ' . • y.\ ' ,v'> • •:"> • y.' ' '.[) • 




P: ' yK ' yk ' yy • p. 
yy. ' P. ' P. ' yy. * p. ' p-. ' 

Ji • 'yy' ' 'yy', • );>' • X\. • )!^ • y^. 

■•'.' I ';••>■' . .V'l t >■'■ • y< • V) . 

• );( • yi • yy ' yy, • yy. ■ 

W . 'yy . Vj' , '>•■/ • P • v^ 

• y{ ' p ' P • p. ' yy 



• • 



